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Tas C OUNT, an Hungarian Nobleman. 
| NaraL IA, bis Daughter. h 
Fnaxcis, bis Son, a Captain in the Imperial Service. 
OTT1L14, Wife to Francis. 
Wacken, tbe Count s Steward. 
FzLIx, bis Son. a . 
Rosina, the Gardener's Bats... 


SERVANTS» 


The Scene is in e at the Count's Seat. — 
The period of it falls about the * half of = — 
ee century. 
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Orrirrl bbs [Eritting 4 /2 oy y g ber fors 7 
N look fixed on he Piliure of a young Officer]. 


HOU: ſmileſt ſo friendly on me-art thou 
ſtill among the living, my ſweet Francis ?— 
LS e, wipes ber eyes, and continues Knitting; ; TP 
ps her hands on ber knees, and again looks up t 
3 picture.] That is the very Iook with which 
thou didft conquer my heart. So ſerenely thou 
didſt ſmile on the morning of our wedding-day; 
ſo thou wilt ſmile at thy return in a tone of me- 
1 lancholy.| Wilt thou return? Oh! [ Daring this 
ſoliloguy a ſervant keeps going to and Ho, WM the 
breakfaſt-cloth, and ſerves breakfaſt. + 
Orr. John ; - 
SkRv. Madam! ® LIE 
Orr. Didn't you alſo bei als firing laſt night? 
"Serv. No, Madam [A pauſe, during We the 
fron arranges the tea- things < fe 
Orr. Did you hear nothing? 
5 Nothing. 
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N | Orr. 
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Orr. At a diſtance, I mean — towards the 


Danube immediately after 8 was a 


heavy cannonade. 
Serv. May be. When I am aſleep, were a 
cannon fired at my ear I ſhould not hear it. [ Exit. 
Orr. They were all faſt aſleep ; love alone was 
awake in my lonely chamber—the diſtant thunder 
purſued only me. 


SCENE IT. 


Enter Nr AlL 14. 


Nar. Good morrow, dear fi ter! Have the 
larks rouſed you, or you the larks ? 

Oct. Oh, dear Natalia! Did you hear no- 
thing either! 5 

Nar. Hear what? 7 

Orr. The firing till towards morning. * 

Narr. Where? . 

Orr. I don't know. Downdards along '- 
Danube, or on the other ſide of it. Shot after 
ſhot. EY 
Nar. Welt? 1 rae 1 

Orr. Francis is your brother, and you can aſk 
ſuch a queſtion! __. 

Nr. But firing is nothing 1 in 
e country. The cuckoo is no more the har- 
binger of ſpring with us; it is now uſhered 1 in n by 
the roar of cannon. 


Orr. I am ſure; Francis was in the engage- 
ment. 


Nar. Vary a And if ſo, he has again 


bravely fought, ruſhed on ſabre in hand. Prince 


Eugene has witneſſed his deeds, admired and 
promoted him. 


Orr. 


Orr. Ane if his courage has eertled him too 
far—if he is dead 
Nr. Nonſenſe ! Aſk the old buler: Shen any 
one of our noble family dies, his portrait drops 
from the wall the night before. And look'ee; 
there is Francis hanging as before. ; 
Orr. Don't take it amiſs, fiſter ; but your jeſt 
is unſeaſonable. | 
Narr. The ſame as your ſighs. But let's talk 
of ſomething elſe. Has Roſina 
Orr. Suppoſe ibs is only wounded, or taken 
priſoner ? _ 
Nart. He'll never r ſuffer chat. Möse but Ot- 
tilia could fetter ſuch a hot- headed OS. Now 
tell me, has Roſina been here? 
Orr. I had a horrid, ſleepleſs night. Every 
report of the cannon penetrated to my heart, 
I buried my head under the pillow, yet the ſound 
of the bullets ſeemed to whiſtle in my ears. I ſhut 
my eyes, and ſaw the flaſhing of fabres. I roſe 
and opened the window towards the garden, I 
liſtened to hear the nightingale's ſweet lays; but 
heard only the thunder of artillery, and (ſhrunk: 
back. —Oh ! perhaps that very report was the 
harbinger of the death of my Francis. 
Nr. Both hope and fear ſpurn at reſtraint, 
when led on by the hand of love. 
Orr. My little boy flumbered ſweetly: but 
: my anguiſh ſteeled my heart againſt every ſenti- 
| ment of feeling, and compelled me to wake him. 
I wanted one creature at leaſt to be awake near 
me. I took him up and ſhook him, thinking he 
would cry. God hear his cries, and protect his 
father! But the little infant was ſo ee, ee | 
he could not keep his eyes open. * 
EY; 2 Nr. 


OT 
Py 
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Nr. Poor child! 
Orr. Poor mother | 
. Nat. Don't diſtreſs yourſelf dane Fx time. 
It any thing has happened, we ſhall learn it to- 
day. Now anſwer me— 
== Orr. Let us take a walk along: the high: nd. 
| after breakfaſt, We may chance to meet with a 
| courier or a fugitive. 2] 
| NarT. Yes, yes. Has Roſina been here. yer. , 
' UE. 0. | 
NarT. Do you know, that yeſterday for the 
firſt time young Wacker left his room? 


| | ; 

ö Orr. [with indiſſerence.] So ! o 

i Narr. He has been biting at his door. TEE 

4 Orr. So! \ 

Nar. To- day, he thought he might 8 able 

to go out. | 

| Orr. So! | 

| Nar. So! fo! What 3 5 yours Rt are ! 1 

| Orr. Forgive me, liter! I have only one 15 
j thought to-day. \ 


1 a Nar., Saviour of my fe! thou art out of dan- 
ger! Heaven be thanked ! he 1s recovered. Poor 
Natalia! what reward canſt thou offer to the Sen- 
rous youth? 
Orr. J think, your father will provide Fol bim, 
Nar. What do you call provide? rivet him 
down to ſome office? promote him to ſome quill- 
driving employ ? get him to copy letters? or con- 
fine his ſublime genius to caſt accounts? 
Orr. [ ſmiling.) His ſublime genius ! 5 
Nar. [vexed.] Yes, yes! his ſublime genius. 
My dear Ottilia, don't vex- me. You are: juſt 
ſuch another as my father; he, like you, will re- 
main eren and calc, when I ſpeak of re- 
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warding a man who braved certain death to fave 
the life of his only daughter. 


Orr. Indeed, he ventured much. 1 
Narr. [with vivacity.] On ſiſter! if you had Goals | 
at what rate the fix Neapolitan horſes ran away with 
me;—how the coachman was thrown, and the poſ- 
tillion dragged along; how they galloped up the 
hill ſnorting, daſhed over ſtocks and ſtones, and with 
every ſtep approached nearer and nearer the preci- 
pice that hangs over the Danube! Indeed, Ottilia, 
had not the adventurous youth heard my helpleſs 
cries, I ſhould have been loſt, Ah! methinks 1 
ſee him yet, how he ruſhed from the buſhes, flung 
away his book, threw himſelf amidſt the wild ani- 
mals, and with both his hands clung to the reins.. 
In that ſituation they dragged him over roots and 
rocks, but he never quitted his hold. I faw the 
blood. guſh in ſtreams from his wounds—1 loſt my 
recollection -l fainted—but he never quitted his 
hold, When I recovered, the horſes had ſtopped 
on the brink of the abyſs ; hfeleſs he lay among 
them, and held with a convulfive graſp the bit 
of the ſaddle-horſe. With a ſhriek of anguiſh I 
leaped from the carriage was quite frantic— 
attempted to pull him away and diſengage his 
hands; but he was half dead, and yet never quitted 
his hold At laſt ſome people came to my aſſiſt- 
ance, and he was carried home. He had five 
wounds on his head, one of his legs bruiſed, and 
both his hands covered with gaſhes—a full weck 
was his life in W 5 
Orr. Aye, aye! you have repeatedly told me 
all this. — 
Nar, And each time without affecting your | 
heart, 
On, Who told you ſo |: 
Tos 1 5 - Mien: 
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Nar. Your ſmiles, your indifference. : 

Orr. You are miſtaken, -Nay, I have even 
been thinking of a recompenſe for your young 
champion. | 

Nar. [ jeering.] Have you indeed? Let's hear? 

Orr. His father is an old man; ſuppole we 
give him a penſion, and make his ſon Reward 1 in 
his ſtead ? 

NarT. Quite a fortune 1 

Orr. And marry him to Roſina? 

Nar. [with vivacity.] To Roſina, the gar- 
dener's daughter ? f 
Orr. Yes, yes; to the gardener's daughter. 

Nar. Lvexed.] You talk nonſenſe. 
Orr. There is however no ſuch great diſtance 


from the gardener to the ſteward. 


N Ar. Roſina is but a child. 
Orr. Fourteen years and ſeven weeks old. 
Nr. Without a ſingle accompliſhment. 

Orr. But pretty, and a good houſewife. 

Narr. And 1s that enough for a man like 
Wacker? 

Orr. Do you know him ſo well ? 

Nar. At leaſt better than you do. 

Orr. That is ſaying very little; for I know | 
nothing at all of him. 

Nar. That's the very thing. Had you been 
longer than four weeks in this houfe—had you 
been here before that event, you would often have 
ſeen him in the park, and never without a book 
in his hand. 

Orr. And what does he read? 

 Nar. I don't know. But he reads, and Ro- 
ſina can ſcarcely ſpell, 

Orr. If that be of any importance to him, he 


| will ſoon teach her to read. 


es. 


JC 


NAT. No! I tell you, no! That is of no im- 
| portance to him, 

Orr. Bur ſhe viſits lava every day. On” 
Narr. Becauſe I ſend her; becauſe 1. wiſh to 
know if he has every thing he wants. 

Orr. But on that occation— | A 

Narr. There is no occaſion. | 1 


Orr. They may lay the foundation for a ro- 


mance. 


NarT. Oh eat 

Orr. And yet it appears to me- 

Nar. [quick.)] What appears to you, pray ? 
, Orr. As if Roſina were not e indif- 
erent— 


Nar. Good heavens! | The child rakes him for 


: - 4 doll. 


Orr. If your father would give her ſomething 
| handſome for her portion _ 

Nar. [vexzed.] Don't talk ſo, pray ! Your dic. 
courſe ſnews, that you have had a ſleepleſs nigbt. 

Orr. Aye, aye ! But it would appear, ſiſter, 
that you almoſt have a mind to beſtow b hand 
upon him yourſelf. 

NAr. [gbing.] Ab, no! Alas! I know: but 
too well that I am a Counteſs. 

Orr. You know it as yet; but 1 am afraid 
you'll forget it. 

'Nar. If 1 could do fo, his OT would re- 
mind me of it. 15 


8 CE N E III. 
Enter Ros ix Aa. 
Ros. [ with a baſket of. flowers.) I wilh' you a 


j 


good morning; and here I have brought flowers 


tor my right honourable counteſſes, roſes and 
violets, 
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violets, geranium muſcatum, and ſage for the 
gums. 

Nr. How does your patient ? 

Ros. My patient is no longer ill; he only idoks 
a little pale yet, and he 1s not the worſe for * 
Naar. Will he go out to-day? R 
Ros. Oh ſure. Teſterday he took three turns 
uß and down the cheſtnut avenue. 


Nar. Yeſterday ? and Pore: WT. E el me fo to- 
day He 1 ; 
"Ry I could not get out. # 

Nr. And what gary buſineſs might Mit 
bie: f nean 

Ros. I was obliged to attend bla. 

- Nar.-Attend him? Obliged! 

Ros. Aye, he would have 1 it ſo ; and I tis it 
with pleaſure. 

Nar. Did you LEY ? 27h 

Ros. [ afſenting cordially.) Indeed, Indeed F 
whatever be wiſhes, 1 do it with pleaſure. p 

Orr. You ſeem to be very fond of him? 

Ros. To be ſure! He is fo handſome, and un 
marks don't disfigure him at all. 

Nr. Has he any marks? 

Ros. A large ſcar on his forehead, and a ſmall 
one on his cheek, and that ſmall one will exactly 
form a dimple when he ſmiles, - 

Orr. [ archly. ] Only think, -what remarks chil- 
dren will make! 

Ros. His eyes, are. ike the 125 his Hps 
like apple- bloſſoms, and his teeth like the nar- 
8 5 
Nr. Child, it were better for you to learn 
your catechiſm, than to look ſo oſten at his viola 

eyes. : 
0 es: 
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Nos. Ves, he will often have me ſay my cate- 
chiſm to him. But it is rather odd; when I am 

at home, 1 know every ſyllable of it; and when he 
dieſires me to repeat it, I often don't recollect a 
fingle word. 

Nar. He makes you ſay your cateohiſm ? 

Ros. Yes, twice a-week. 

Naar. He "—_ do ſomething better and 
wiſer too. 
Ros. Aye, he has cromiſed to make me wiſer. 

 Nar. You are wiſe enough for your age. 

Ros. I uſed to think ſo too; but in his preſence 
I now and then look upon myſelf as very igno- 
rant. It is lucky, however, that he is ſo good- 
natured, and that he likes me no worſe for it. 

Nar. [quick.] How d'ye know that ? $4, 
Ros. I ſhould be very ſtupid indeed if 1 did 
not ſee it. He will often fir quite dejected in a 
corner ;. but as ſoon as I ſtep in, he becomes 
cheerful. . 

NA r. Preſumptuous ting! 0 | 

Ros. Then he will take me by the hand, and 
chat for hours together. 

NarT. And of what, pray? 

Ros. Hm ! of many things ; but chiefly of 
you, my. moſt gracious Counted bi 

Nar. Of me? 
| Ros. I muſt tell him, how you. are; of what 
you talk with me; and if you often ſpeak of him. 
Narr. And what do you tell him then? 

Ros. Why, I tell him that you frequently, wry 
frequently, peak of him. | 

NA. You goſſip! 

Ros. And then be wants to know when your 
birth-day will come. 

N ar. What is that to him? : 


2 1 Ros. 
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Ros. Not long ago when the ſtrange gentle. 
man was here, to whom you play'd fo much on 
the harpſichord, he wanted me to tell him hat 
you had fung. But at that time he was quite in 
a bad humour. 

| Nar. For what? 

Ros. I can't tell. Perhaps TR nou pained 
him. And for three days after he Ow; of no- 
thing but the ſtrange gentleman. 

Nr. Does he know him? 

Ros, No; but he thought, we might fave 5 


have a wedding in the houſe. 


Nr. And what did you anſwer ? 

Ros. I ſaid that perhaps might be the caſe. 
& Nar. But, you. fooliſh girl! there is no ſuch 
thin 

4 Ah, I did'nt know that! But J will tell 
him ſo this very day. 

Nar. You may let that alone; for it is no 
buſineſs of his. 

Ros. But he would be very glad to ſee = 


(happy. He often ſays fo. 


Nar. Does he ſay ſo ? 

Ros. He once even cried when he ſaid ſo: 

Naz. He cried? —_ 

1 I ſaw his tears, though he wiſhed to hide 
them 

NAr. [effefedly aſide.] He cried ! 

Ros. The other day, when I carried him the 
preſerved fruit, he would ſcarcely. look at it: but 
when he learned that it came from you, he co- 
loured as red as fire, and 7 ——.— 

Nar. Well! and ? 
Ros. [Bluſbing.] And then he gave me a kiſs, 
NAr. A kiſs ? — Ay But he gave you more 


than one, I ſuppoſe ? 
Ros. 


A DRAMA ' © it: 


Ros. Oh no! no more an one. His father 
came upon us. b 

Nar. And if his Gaher bad not come - 

Ros. He is a naſty rough man, WhO Dane 
and ſcolds; and looks juſt like my father, when 
the moles have been buſy in his hot- beds. Some- 
times they will talk gibberiſh together, quite like 


the gypfies : no ear could N out a hes: 
word of it. | 


Nar. Go; Rofins : : | tell him noe” +6: > forg et 5 
when he goes out, to come up: to _ caſtle. | Do 


you hear? "482 na vn ome Os 
Ros. Who ? The eher “ $9244 cken s 
Narr. No—No : the ſon. 1 115% . 0s BE 


Ros. Oh, he will come without being called. 
He faid yeſterday that he muſt go and Monk you. 
Naar. Thank me For what? 5 


Ros. For the medicine, Taupe” bear, and 
flowers. 


Orr. Did you ſend him all thoſe dings 7: 


Nr. To be ſure. Could T uffer the ſaviour 
of my life to want any thing? 


Ros. I will however go ditectiy, and iy that” 
my gracious Counteſs has ordered 


Nar. To be ſure; by theſe 3 100 will ſee 
him. NEO e 


Ros. Oh yes — like fo much to ſee him. 
(Spe of . 
80 EN E IW. | 


WEE and Orr. 
Orr. Ay, Ay, ſiſter! LOSES 0 . 
Naar. What do you n 3 


Orr. If any ſtranger had vin all this | 
Nar. I don't care. k i 


C2: | Orr, 


12 THE/CORSICANS: 


Orr. He would ſwear that you are in love with 

| the ſon of your ſteward. | 

NAr. And would be much wiltaken. 

Orr. Heaven grant it! 

, Nar. I ſhould deteſt myſelf, were, I ungrate- 
ul. 

Orr. Gratitude i 1s often nothing elle than love 
in diſguiſſG. | 

Nar. And ſuppoſe it be, is it my fault chat N 

cCounteſſes are - not dipped in the Styx, to make 
them in vulnerable, like Achilles? 
Orr. Were that the caſe, O Natalia ! . 
an endleſs thread of miſery thou would'ſt have 
ſpun for thyſelf! Your father 15 a good man, but 
he is proud. 

Nar. Imight anſwer, he 1 have cauſe to be 
proud of ſuch a ſon- in- law. But be eaſy. I ſhall 
never forget what owe to my father and the world. 

Orr. My own experience inſpires me with dif- 
fidence. 

Nr. Your caſe was very different from mine. 

Orr. Like you, I was in love before I was 
aware; and, AE your. I confided in my own 
ſtrength, . 

Nat. Had the anceſtors of this youth taken 
ſome fortreſs, or cut off the heads of a few Sara- 
cens 553224 „ 93 

Orr. [ ſmiling 4 & + hs may have been Saracens 
themſelves, for aught we know. What do you ſay 
of the ſtrange language of theſe dubious people? 

Nar. It likely was French they ſpoke. | 

Orr. I hardly think fo. Rofina—l don't pre- 
tend to ſay—would perhaps have underſtood i it; but 
as ſhe hears us daily talk French in the family, 
| ſhe would at leaſt not have taken it for the lan- 
guage of the gypſies. I ſometimes think. 


5 Near. 


Orr. When I combine ſeveral other tide re- 
marks of mine 

Nar. Dear Ottilia, * do you chink' ? 

Orr. That I can diſeover a countryman' of 
mine in your young champion. 3 

Nar. A Corſican? 

Orr. Who knows? Your father now wad Were 
talks politics with his ſteward. Not long ago, 
the converſation happened to turn on Corſica: 
the old man worked himſelf quite up into a paſ- 


ſion; inveighed ſo againſt the Genoeſe; and then 


of a ſudden appeared ſo alarmed, as if he had be. 
trayed himſelf. | 

Narr. Oh! be Felix born wherever he may, his 
native land muſt be proud of him! 


SEEN NFC ene 
Emer Count, : 


CovnT. Good morrow, children! Natalia 
kifſes his hand: Ottilia attempts to do the ſame; 
but be withdraws his hand, ang imprints a kiſs on 
her forchead.] Look how the gnats have ſtung 
me. TI like to ſleep with my windows open; but 
I muſt purchaſe freſh air with my blood. 

.Nar. Did you hear the 8 7 

Orr. And the cannon ? | 


. Count, This ſhews that the one is yet unmar- 


* and that the huſband of the other is an offi - 


cer: the one hears the nightingale, the other the 


cannon, I have heard neither. 


Orr. Oh, then you were more fortunate than I. 


Couxx. Are you in earneſt ? [Surveying ber 


with 


A DRAMA 5 
Nr. What? Ati en n 
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with attention. ] Either the gnats have ſtung your 
eyes, or you have been weeping. 
Orr. My anguiſh----that heavy cannonade 
, Count. Where? 
Orr. From the quarter of the Danube, all the 
night through. 
CounT. Indeed !—Again ?==Hm ! hml- 
Shaking bis head, and fitting down at the tea- 250 
. ſhould think they had yet corpſes enough to 
bury. [4 ſervant brings him a pipe of tobacco.] 
Couxr. John, did you hear any thing? The 
cannon, they ſay, have been roaring laſt night. 5 
SERV. Two couriers paſſed through juſt now. 
There has been an action. | 
CounT, An action! 
SRV. A very ſerious one, they ſay. 
Count. Well, well How ſerious ?. 
SERv. On our fide, five hundred killed and 
three hundred wounded. 
Cour. Hold your tongue! 
| Serv. A number 9 priſoners; thirty offi- 
cers ( eos 
Count. Hold your neus 15 
Serv, The Turks very likely have 
geſtures as if cutting off heads. | AN 
Count. Go to the devil! [T brows bis pipe at 
bis feet.| 5 
Serv. [Picks up the pieces, and exit.] 
Orr. | Mringing her hands.) Almighty God ! 
Count. Be eaſy, be eaſy! There may not 
have been ſo much miſchief done after all. | He 
— to conceal his apprebenſi Z0ns, ane fills his 
; but his hand trembles. 
10 AT. Dear father, let me. 
Count. Why? 
Naar. You tremble ! 


[Makes 


CoUunT. . 


Count. What is that to you ? I have often 
enough ſhewn my face to the enemy, and never 


trembled in my life. But then—I had no chil- 1 5 


dren |! | 

Orr. [ aſide, in filent anguiſh.) Oh God! 

Count. | cafts a fide-giance at ber, and ſets down 
bis cup.] Who could get his breakfaſt down in this 
manner? Was'nt I right in ſaying that our globe 
is a bungled piece of work made by ſome monkey 
of an angel after his maſter's better model? 
The weevel. devours the harveſt—the canker 
nips the bud—the hail beats down the corn.——In 
the winter the froſt deſtroys the vineyards ; and in 
the ſpring men kill men, to occupy the little {pot | 
on which the frozen vines have ſtood. | 

Orr. I am ſure my Francis was in the action. 

CovnrT.-I dare ſay he was. You would not 
have him ſtay with the baggage ? 

Orr. Five hundred killed! | 

CovunT. That 's better than ſo many cowards. 

Orr. Three hundred wounded ! 

Count. If my ſon be among the number, 7 
lay he has not a wound in his back. | 

Orr. Thirty officers made priſoners ! 


CovunT. But who knows if all this be true? A 


courier and a liar are near kinſmen. 

Orr. Oh, the war! the war! 

_ Covunr. Ah, it would indeed be much ider 
if the Abbe St. Pierre commanded the army. 
We might then ſoon celebrate an eternal peace. 


NY 
% * 
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SCENE VI. 
Enter WACKER, 


CovxrT, Welcome, dear Wacker: $ what good 

news do you bring us ? 

Wack. Your excellency, old Steffanſon muſt 
80 to priſon. 

 CovunT. That old man Why ſo? 

Wack. For negligence and diſobedience. 

Count. I hav'nt ſent a peaſant to priſon theſe 
twenty years. 

Wack. And hence every peaſant acts the lord. 

Coux r. Very poſſible : but then they only acts 

Wack. He muſt be made an example of. 

CounT, Good Wacker, I bave but one pri- 
fon. If the key of it be not loſt, it ought to 
be aired a couple of days, before we can lock up 

A man in it. | 
Wack. Then we'll order the fellow two dozen | 
of laſhes. 

Counrt. I am not fond of laſhes. 

Wack. Nor I; but who can govern men 
without them? 

Count. Don't make mankind ſo bad. 

Wack. They are a good- for-nothing ſet. 

Covunr. I am pleaſed well enough with man ; 
but the world is good for nothin | 

Wack. It would be a paradiſe, if not inhabited 
by man, 

Count. A pretty paradiſe indeed! Here a 
volcano, and there a deluge of aſhes! Here an 
ocean, and there an earthquake! 

Wack. Behold, on theſe ruins, a few thouſand 
fools who cur each other's throats ! 


a 


Coun To 
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e An agrecable harmony of eternal ice 
and ſcorching heat! 

Wack. The elements are eaſier ruled than monk 

Count. If you ſpeak ſo from experience, 


pity you. There is an excellent method of W 
man 


Wack. By fear and ſeverity. 


Cour. Kindneſs, my good Wacker. It hw 
the intereſt of love. 


Wack. Love is a ſtranger tc 6 

CounT. Love has no occaſion for obedience; 
it performs its part before it is bid. 5 
Wack. With theſe principles... 

Couxr. My tenants have been happy, _ [ 
ſtill happier. After the battle of Pererwaradin, 
. when a troop of fugitive Turks had ſet fire to 
my caſtle, this ſame Steffanſon gave me ſhelter 
for three days; and you would now have me lock 
him up in a dungeon ? 

Wack. He has negle&ed your ſervice, 

CounT, What is his excuſe ? | 


Wack, Hm !—His daughter was brought to 
bed. 


Count. Well then, my dear ſteward, he ought 
to be forgiven. 

Wack. So !—What bufineſs bas a father with 
the lying-in of his daughter ? 

Count. Perhaps ſhe was in danger. 
Wack. He ſays ſo, ſure enough,  * 

Cour. Ay! then we will pardon him. 


Wack. DO a e grin. On account of 


_ Not I, indeed ! 7 ra the ladies won't 
take it amils ; but I am et fond of _—_— 
AT 


\ 
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Nar. Why not ? 

Wack. Why, what are they good for? When 
they grow up, they are mad till they get huſ- 

nds. | 
1 So much the better. 

Wack. And when they are married, they for- 
get their parents. 

Naar. That is not the faſhion here in Hun- 
gary. 

CounT. The father, who with cenderneſs and 
care chooſes for his children— 

Wack. And do fathers always chooſe for their 
children? Daughters will now and then elope with 
vagabonds. A father's tears will not quench the 
flames of love; and a loveſick girl little cares 
whether her father lingers out a melancholy life 
or not—whether he bleſs or curſe his child. 

Orr. ¶ Appears evidently hurt by this diſcourſe. ] 

Nar. Your picture is that of an | unnatural 
child. | 

Wack. There are plenty of them. 

Nar. Have you a daughter? 
Wack. I? [93th © he 5] No. I have: no 
daughter. 0 

Nr. If you had obe, you vould ſpeak i in a 
different manner. | 

Wack. If I did, I ſhould be a fool, as deſerving 
of puniſhment as old Steffanſon.— It is then ſettled, 
—— Excellency ? 

Count. It is. : 

Wack. The fellow is to receive no puniſh- 

ment ? - 
Count, No puniſhment. Hoa 


Wack. Well; be it o- (Exit. 


SCENE 


ARS Mar wy; 


SCENE VA: 
5 Count, NATALIA, OrTILIA. - 
Coynr. That man is an excellent ſteward, 
but a mifanthrope. And that I don't like. 
NAr. What do you weep for, dear Octilia . 
Orr. [Sobs, and is unable to anſwer. 15 
NAr. Good e Siſter, what is the mat- 
ter with you ? 
Cour. How can you aſk ſuch a filly: queſtion? 
She ſuffers on account of your brother. 
Nar. No, no; ſomething elſe is the matter. 
Orr. And you cannot gueſs what it 15? You, 
who know the ſo well? 
Naz. [half aloud.] I hope that old grumbler 


has not— 
Orr. He has broken my heart! 
Count. Who ?—My ſteward ? 


Orr. He has violently routed my lumbering 
. conſcience. 


Couxr. Who ?—Old Wacker? 

Orr. What he faid of unfeeling daughters— 

Count. How can that affect you? 

Naz. {nodding to ber.] Very right. How can 
that affect you, ſiſter? 

Orr. Oh ! it was perhaps the echo of my * | 

father's words ! 

Covnr. I am inclined to think, daughter, that 
the cannonade has deranged you a little. 

Nar. [giving ber ber arm. ] Come, let's go and 
take a walk. 

Orr. No; be the conſequence what it may, I 
cannot now conceal any thing. 


CounT. Have you then concealed any thing 
from me? 


Orr. 1 too had a ache 
„ : Count, 
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CovnT. To be ſure ; but he died when you 
was a child. 

Orr. I hope—he is alive till. | 

Cox. [with aftoniſhment.) What! Fenn] 

Orr. [taking him by the band.] J have deceived 

Ou 
: CounT. That was wrong. 

Orr. I am not an orphan— 4 11 

© Count. Why did you conceal that . me - 

Orr. Hadn't we enough to accuſe ourſelves of 
beſides? 

CounT. You had better tell the whole at once. 

Orr. Married without your knowledge 

1 CovunT. Sure ! That was not right. 

Orr. And what if 1 add, that we were ſo without 

my father's conſent alſo? 

Count. Without his conſent ? uin b that 
vexes me. What objection could he have to my 
ſon ? — Did he know him? 6 | 

Orr. Oh! he did not even "Ok his own 
daughter. 

Coun. How What do you mean | FT 

Orr. After my mother's death; ever ſince my 
fourth year I was left to the care of an old aunt in 
France 

Fo Counr, Very well; that I know. 
Orr. There I got acquainted with my Francis, 
and fell in love with him. 

Count, I know, Inſtead of making the tour 
of Europe, he ſtopt at a paltry French town. 
And the rogue dated all his letters either from 
Rome or Naples. 15 

Orr. I knew my father's averſion to all fo- 
reigners. 

CovnrT. Curſe on that national pride . 

Orr. With a trembling hand, I ventured many 


a gate 


|; Opin LON— 


An 


a ſignificant expreſſion in my letters, to ſound his 
Cour. And he underſtood them? | 

Orr. But too well! For, after a few paternal 
admonitions, he ſuddenly apprized me, that ever 
ſince my twelfth year he had deſtined me for one 
of his friends. | R 

Cour. Suddenly, and yet too late! Was it 
not ſo? | 10 

Orr. I made one more attempt. I intreated— 
he threatened.” I wiſhed to go to a convent. He 
wrote to my aunt, that he would fetch me, as ſoon 
as tranquillity ſhould be reſtored to our iſle. _ a6 

Covunr. I ſee now what is to follow, —You did , 
not chooſe to wait for his arrival. 

Orr. To crown all, my good, tender-hearted 
aunt died ſuddenly ; and then my fears, my pe- 
rilous ſituation, added to love and entreaties, in- 
duced me to take a ſtep for which, even in the 
lap of proſperity, I ſhall never forgive myſelf. 

Count. At all events you was guilty of great 
raſhneſs. I might uſe a till harſher expreſſion, _ 
daughter; but, alas! 1 am afraid my fon was 
more culpable than you. 

Orr, We were privately married—and I took 
refuge in a convent. _ 5 we 

CounT. But why did not you come ftraight 
to mer _ 1 | | 

Orr. My Francis wiſhed to prepare his good 
D,, SY Ys ee 

Cour. And his good father was fool enough 
to write a letter of compliments to the dead aunt. 

Orr. Oh! did you but know what extaſy 


that letter brought to my monaſtic ſolitude ? I re ©. ; 
ceived it a few days after the birth of my ſon. | = 
1 | Cour. 


— 4 
1 8 
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CounT. Very well. But what became of your 
father ? | 5 
Orr. Oh! what became of him? I don't 


know. 


Count. What ? You never fince made any 


enquiries after him ? 


Orr. J have ever ſince weekly wrote the moſt 
penitent letters to him. Whether he received 
them, I cannot tell. 

Cour. Did you receive no anſwer ? 

Orr. None. 

CounT. The Genoeſe are playing the deuce in 
Corfica. Your father was a patriot; God knows 
where he may have fled to. 

Orr. My brother obſerves the ſame filence. 

CouxT. Your brother > Your family keeps 
increaſing apace. 

Orr. My only brother! an Abella youth! 

Couxr. You know him? 

Orr. Three years have nearly elapſed ſince he 
paid me a vifit in France. Before that time I 
knew neither father nor brother. But a few weeks 


were ſufficient to form the moſt tender fraternal 


tie between me and Camillo.—No, he has not 
forgot me! My letters have miſcarried; that 's 
the only wretched conſolation I have. 

CounT. And probably that conſolation will not 
prove vain. 

Orr. There is a report tha my father's eſtates 
have been ſeized, and he himſelf baniſhed. Oh! 
who knows but. he now wanders" in poverty and 
diſtreſs from place to place !—1 have in vain look- 
ed for his name in the newſpapers. Oh! grief 
on account of his country and his daughter have 
thrown him on a bed of fickneſs—Methinks I 

; now 
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now ſel him forſaken by all the world—hear his 
groans—his curſes. 

CounTt. Compoſe yourſelf. —We will write, en- 
quire, ſend off meſſengers— - 
Orr. Oh! all mortal happineſs flies from him 
whoſe head 1 1s loaded with the curſes of a father! 
a [ Exit 11 Ts 


SCENE VIII. 


Count, NATALIA. 


Count. True! very true ! and for that reaſon, 
my dear child, thou deſerveſt the ſorrow chat 
weighs thee down.—Yet 1 pity thee. 

Nr. She ſuffers beyond all expreſſion. 

Covxr. Francis! Francis! where was thy ho- 
nour—thy conſcience ? . 

Narr. [excufing.} Love 

CounT. Love, aye? Don't profane the only 
thing that here below. ſeems to be of heavenly 
origin, You filly girls take an idol of your own: 
creation ; deck it out with your wretched pathons ; 
hold it up to public view, and then ſay: this is 
 Love.—Love, my dear Miſs! is as intimately 


united with virtue and a noble mind, as fragrance 
15 with the roſe. 


| Naz. Perhaps love is oftener profaned by ca- 5 


price and prejudice than by the paſſions; and the 
former compels lovers ſometimes to * under 
aà leſs noble character. 
Count. You talk as if you had a mind to run 
away alſo. 
. Nar. God forbid | My worthy father has not 
romiſed me to any of his friends. » 
. Count. That you don't know. 
Nat. He will conſult my heart. = 
| CounT. 
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Cour. Hearts, my girl, are bad counſellors. 

Narr. Aye ſure, if they are expected to vote 
always in the affirmative. 
Count. Well, Natalia; if 1 thought you Ca- 
pable of playing me a ſimilar trick, I ſhould, wiſh 
that my Neapolitans had broke your neck. 

Nr. You now remind me of an event which 
lies very heavy on my heart. 

Cou Nr. How ? 


Nar. Without the affiſtance of that noble youth 


I ſhould have been loſt; and as yet he has re- 


ceived no token of my gratitude. 


CounT. That is my concern. 
Nar. He is cured. 
Cox. 1 am glad of it. 
NarT. To-day he will go out for the firſt time. 
CovunrT. I muſt ſee him. 
NAT. What will you do for bim? N 
CounT. We'll conſider. 


Nar. He is a young man who has received a 


good education. 
CounT. So much the better. 
Nr. He poſſeſſes knowledge. 
CounT. Of what kind? 
Nar. His knowledge is univerſal, 1 preſume. 
CounT. I doubt it. 
Nr. I have ſeveral times converſed with W 
Cour. And then he made a ſhew of it. 


Narr. No, Sir; but I preſume— 


Covxr. And I preſume, that you are a fool. 


Nar. I had rather be a fool than guilty of in- 


gratitude. 
CounT. Do you ſuſpe& your father of i ingra- 
titude ? Am not I a man of wealth? 
NarT. There is a difference between reward and 
gratitude, | 
9 | ; Cour. 


— 
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"Cain Then, you give him thanks; I will 
reward him. 8 

Naz. In what manner? . 

Counr. Perhaps he would like to embrace one 
of the learned profeſſions : if ſo, we'll ſend him to 
the univerſity; make a lawyer of him, and entruſt _ 
him with the adminiftration of "JE on our 
eſtates, 
Naz. Oh! that is ſuch an uniform ſnail- like 
life. | 

Count, Well then. for the ſake of 2 little va» 
riety, we'll give him a pretty girl for a wife. 

NAr. Ah— then. 

Count. What do you ſay to your chamber- 
maid ? She is a ſweet girl. 

Nar. A nice little chick— 

CounT. Nature has beſtowed a pretty face. on 
her ; ſuppoſe I aſſiſt nature with a couple of thou- 
ſand dollars: 

Nar. If young Wacker inclines--. 

Count. Young people are always inclined t to 
marry. 

Nr. My uncle, the general, may perhaps get 
him a commiſſion----- 

CounT. Aye, very likely —4 commiſſion to a 
plebeian 

Nar. Hasn't he been ennobled by his glorious 
action ? | 

Count. [ ſmiling.) Glorious ation | 

Nar. [with vivacity.] Is it not ſo? 

Cour. It is fo to me and you, no doubt, 
But what does the country care if there be a pert 
counteſs more or leſs 1 in the world * 
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SCE NE IX. 
Enter SERVANT. 


SERV. A courier, who paſſed here, has left this 
parcel. Exit. 


Count. | looks eagerly at the Som, From my 
brother. 


NAr. The General? 
Counr. Yes. 
Nar. Accounts from Francis ? 


Count. Very likely. [Puts the parcel before bim 


on the table, aud appears much agitated. 


NAr. Why don't you open the parcel ? 2 
Cou Nr. I will. 


Nar. I hope you have no apprehenſions . 
Counr. | fear and hope every thing. Eb 
Nar. Shall | call my ſiſter- in law ? LY 
CounT. A great deal roo ſoon. 

Nar. Perhaps there is a letter in it from my 


brother. 


CounT. The direction is not t by his hand. 


NAT Shall I ſtep aſide and open the parcel ? . 
CouN . No. 


Nat. But how can you torment yourſelf and 


me ſo long? 


Count, Whoever, agitated by fear and hope, 
waits tor his death- warrant or his pardon, longs 
for the deciſive moment, and yet ſteps with a flow 
pace into the preſence of his judge.—l have only 


this ſon— he is a brave man I love him who 


can lay but, when I open this parcel—Go, Natalia; 
leave me by myſelf. 


NAr. Dear father !-... 
Cou xx. I entreat you. 


8 Nag. 
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Nur. 1 CaO poſſibly leave you at this crit]: 
moment, | 


Counr. [ara] L wiſh! to be aii 
| 5 Dan exit. 


SCENE K. a 


Couxr by himſelf. 

If my Francis be dead, I will have neither re- 
lief nor conſolation. But if he be alive, all the 
world ſhall rejoice with me, as if he were new- 
born. [S/aring at the parcel.] I am yet a zich 
man- the next minute 1 may be more wretched 

than yon poor labourer, whoſe. boys help him to 

carry wood. What prevents me to break the ſeal ? 
—what palſies my hand ?—Be quick !—[ Tears the 
cover acreſs, but leaves the parcel on the table.] It is 
open.— Who ſays that the heart of an old man is 
not ſuſceptible of violent emotions: [His ang iſh 
drives him about the room; but be again comes io the 
zable.] Such exactly was the ſhape. of the letter 
which apprized me of the death of my wife. But 
why ſhould that juſt now occur to me H: ſud- 
denly takes bis hat from the well, and covers the 
parcel with it.) S0—now compoſe thyſelf; don't 
be a child] It muſt be known ſome time. Un- 
certainty is a kind of flow poiſon—ruher thruſt 
the dagger into thy breiſt at once He flings away 
his hat, pulls the incigſed letters cut 7 tbe par.el, and 
ſcatters them about on the table.] There they lie 
—all—all. [His look wanders anxiouſly about.]— 
News—and lifts of the Kitled—and—and [ calling 
out aloud.) a letter from my {on He throws 
himſelf on the table, graſp the letter with borh bande, 
* it up to heaven W expreſſions of thankſgiving, 


preſſes 
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J thank thee, O God -[ Ofens the letter flowly, 
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reſſes it to bis lips, and wipes bis eyes.) He lives 


and reads by intervals.] We are victorious—l was 


in danger my good fortune and my courage have 


ſaved me—my regiment fought bravely—Prince 
Eugene embraced. me on the field of battle.— 
have leave of abſence for twenty-four hours—this | 
evening I ſhall be with you—don't tell my wife 
and fiſter—P'll ſurprize them.” | Pauſe. His geſtures 
expreſs the beartfelt pleaſure of a father, and grati- 


tude to God. nie "RES the bell. ] 
Enter SERVANT. 


CovnT. You know the old woman whoſe ſon 
was lately ſhot ? 

SERV. Yes. 

CovunT. You know where ſhe lives ? 

SERV. The ſecond houſe in the village. 

CounrT. Go, and carry her this purſe, [ Gives 
him a full purſe ; puts the letter in bis boſom, and exit.] 

SERV, [. Hhaking the purſe.) A great deal of gold 
but no ſon for all chat! | . U 


” ACT 


& DRA IA. 


* 0 


SCENE I, 


CounT, NATALIA, OTTILIA. 


Count fitting at the table, having juſt peruſed the 
remaining papers. 


Natali ia and Ottilia peeping 1 the doo. 


NATALIA. | 


M AY we come now, dear father? | 
_ Count. [in a cheerful humour.) Aye, why n not > 
[Natalia and Ottilia ru/b in, and aft 2 
very rapidly in turns. ] 
Nav. Well, how is it? 
Orr. Good news ? 
Nar. How fares Francis? 
Orr. Is he alive? _ 
NarT. Was he in the action? 
Orr. Not wounded, I hope? 
NarT. Or made priſoner ? ES >, 
Count, There is gabbling for you, as if the 
Capitol were in danger. 
5 Naz. Oh, be quick ! tell me 
' "NT. tremble with joy! 
_ Narz. And I with curioſity. 


Couxr. I am ſorry * it. 
Orr. 
N : Why ſo? 


Counr. Becauſe I am tongue· tied. 
_ Nar. You joke. 


Orr. You torture me. 


. * 


% 
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Nax. [ frreking bis chin.] Good father! don't 


be ſo myſterious, like a free-maſon. 
| CovnrT, The ſimile is ill choſen ; for 1 really 
have a myſtery. 

Orr. [On the other fide 7 his chair kiſſes and 
roles his hand.) Dear father, pity my anguiſh ! 

CounrT. I dare not. I ſhould like to be taken 
for a young man yet. Bur if 1 blab, people will 
ſay: The Count there in the caſtle muſt be far 
gone 1n years ; for he prates like a child. 

Nar. [renewing her careſſes.] Father, I will 


with my own hand embroider a faddle-cloth for 
your Arabian horſe. 


Count. Now they wiſh to bribe me! 


Orr. Pray! pray! Pll help 17 to decorate 
your grotto with ſhells. 


CounT. The deuce! there is no withſtanding 
that. Well; if you abſolutely inſiſt on knowing, 
9 3 The Turks—| hems. ] 


3 4 [in eager expeFation. ] Well! ? 


CounrT, [very ſerious.) The TOs mou know, 
are Muſſulmen. | 


Count. And to make fure of their victory, 
they have ſent five hundred Circaſſians into the 
German camp, with orders to ſeduce all the young 
married men. 

Orr. [ ſhewing gentle ſymptoms of diſpleaſure at 
ber diſappointment.) And you keep up the joke ? 

Count, My brother informs me, that Francis 
fits in the very middle of them, and has no time 
to write. 


Orr. 


* 


— 


e 


Orr. I know what I muſt do. I'll 20 and 
fetch my little Charles; he ſhall beg and entreat 


till grandpapa tell him all he knows. _ [Exit. 
Nar. Dear father, I am angry, 9 
CounT, You? 
| Nar. Very angry indeed. 
CounT, Indeed ? 
Nr. Before you opened the letter, you were 


_ .. yourſelf highly perplexed. And ſo you know 


well enough how one muſt feel— 


Cour. I am his father. 
NarT. And I am his ſiſter. 
CounT. You fee that 1 am eaſy. 
NaT. Thanks to Heaven! 


CovnT. When the father is eaſy, the ſiſter may 


ſit down to her harpſichord, and play a — 
dance. 


Narr. But female curioſity ! ! 
CounT, You could n't be more inquiſitive, if a 
new head-dreſs had been invented in the A 


SCENE II. 


Enter 8 . FELIX. 


Serv. Young Mr. Wacker is below. 

Narr. (is frightened, and betrays great embar= - 
raſſment. ] 15 

Cour. Shew him up. [Servant exit.) What i is 
the matter with you ? You are quite red 

Nar. 1 ſhould bluſh with ſhame, were I to re- 


ceive, without emotion, the man who faved” my 


life. 
FELIX. [Enters, and *. with dignity.] 
CounrT. Step nearer, young man! Thou art a 


| Eye lad. Thou haſt yentured much. 


FzLIx. 
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FzELIx. Much, your Excellency? ? 
1 Thou haſt run the riſk of ohh thy 
To. 
| Fer. That was not much. 

CounT. What the deuce ! at thy time of life 

Narr. aer into the utmoſt embarraſſment by ber 
father s bluntneſs, and wiſhing to make up for it.] I 
am glad—Mr. Wacker—very glad indeed—to ſee 
you well z ain, 

Fal. I am not glad, Madam ; for now I have 
loſt my claim to any merit in regard to you. 

Nar. You have ſuffered much for my ſake. 

Fx. I am proud of it. 

Cour. Pride is a ſcanty pittance to live en. I 
am greatly in your debt. 

EL. I am much more indebted to ther acci- 
dent, which gave me an opportunity of becoming 
uſeful to ſo reſpectable a family. 

CounT. [A/toniſhed, half aſide. Hm — well 
faid ! Your father, it would appear, has given you 

a good education, my friend! 

Fel. My father has always entertained a juſt 
ſenſe of his duty.” | 

Count. And you do credit to that education, 

Fer. I have been taught to feel at leaſt how 
much I am indebted to him and to his tenderneſs, 

Nar. Won't you fit down, Mr, Wacker? 

FEL. [Thaiks ber with a bow.] 

CouNnT. Tell me, friend ! what can I do for 

ou ? 

. Fg. You have already done ſo much for my 
ather Gs 

CounT. Nay ; your father is a Higent and an 
induſtrious man ; he does more for me than I do 
for him. We are now ſpeaking of your own brave 
action, ang. our graticude. | 


4 


Fel, 


1 


: 7 Vi vin Ant A. H T | 3+ 
Pri. If i have a title to atituce; conſciouſneſs 


18 my reward. pot T9329 4 50 HU 
© Chor: But thar''wou's fatisfy me. The life 
of my only daughter has been ſaved . 
Bok: I indeed feel a double ſarifaction in bav- 
ing preſerved ſuch a daughter to the love of ſuch 
a father; but I muſt confeſs, your Excllency 
that J would have done de lame: for the child. of a 
peaſant. WE IP | glg 34 "Buy oy 
-Covnt. Vet y well! ve beopet. ano £932} 
FL. Aud make free to add chat 1 old 
have been entity hurt; if the parents of that child 
had thought proper to reward me with any thing 
but a grateful ſqueeze of the hand. 
Coburn. Aye ſure, if the parents were N 
neee ai ALIA TAWI 
FEI. Rank. and wealth in this caſe. make no 
difference. nne 1225 
Couxr. But I ſhould think, that a. the 
peaſant affirms with a ſqueeze of the hand- 
„FEI. No count can poſſihly 3 
energy. Pray don't roba me 66 the ſweet con- 
viction of having done ſomething nnn 
without any felfiſh-view. 0 b Lg e. 
Cour. Selfiſh vie) hd prake of that y 
When fix frighted Neapolitan borſes{et-doff full 
ſpeed, e was anda an time to think of ſelfiſli 


views. N X 32 8 1012 ann 3411 1. Klubs 4 | 


Pat. Any recompence, lays it be what it{ may, 
muſt” che value of my deſert;-mbich beſides 
- ſo - ne Lou bave; riches, you have ranks: 

am poor, a and ſtand in need of ſomething: $6 
ſupport me in your preſence $62 tb Jis oil; 

CovxrT. [embarraſſed: | So you will-»People in- => 
deed are——S0- you daſdainito! accept my thanks ? 

Fer. Oaly the count 's—not the fathers. 

17 | F er, 
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Cour. You: are a noble young man. we 
muſt be better acquainted. 

NA. P 1 eu thinks: Laber we 7—— him 
already. * 

Couxr. I am ted; upon my oats 
that nothing from  me—l | muſt think of ſome 
means to get the better of your delicacy. —Mean- 
while, were che girl a peaſant's daughter, you 
would be pleaſed if her parents had gratefully 
ſhaken you by the hand? Didn't you ſay ſoꝰ— 
Your hand, Nr. Wackeel, Laber bim 99 the . 
* OE” 


SCENE III. 


Nararna, Ferix, 
(Pauſe, during which mutual embarraſſment prevail. 


FxL. [wirh timidiiy.] Madam, by your kind 
aſſiſtanee, care and participation, you have ren- 
dered the ſtate of a ſick man enviable. I might 
have been tempted to prolong my illneſs, if the 
deſire of returning you thanks had not exceeded 
the pleaſure I derived from my ſituation. 

Nr. Vou thank me? Well, . my word, 
that's the world quite reverfed. 

FRL. Paſt pain is ſoon forgotten; but your 
goodneſs I ſhall never forget. [ Bows, and ane 
to 01 IEG © 

25 I entreat you, Mr. Wacker, to b 
e longer. Your: principles, Sir, are de- 
licate as thoſe of the man who is commonly called 
the laſt of the Greeks. 

FL. If what Philopemen Ha was an eaſy aſk 
to him; I at leaſt bear ſome RE to him in 
that reſpect. 9 ot 
| | | Nar. 
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Naar. Confeſs, Sir, that noble fouls are not al- 
together free from prejudicem— 

FEL. To imagine that chere is a man opon 
earth without a ee is the Eren of all 
prejudices. 

Nar. Whoever can confound On de with 
reward · | | 

Fx. Is entitled only to the latter. | 

Nar. The heart thanks, the hand 8 
What from a prince is no more than an acknow- 
ledgment of deſert, becomes, from a good man, 
the true expreſſion of his feelings. The former 
the proud mind may diſdain to accept; the latter 
it cannot refuſe without wounding the heart that 
wiſhes to give an external mark of its internal | 
warmth, | 

Fer. To analyze che moſt e ſentiments 
has at all times been the prerogative of the ladies. 

Nr. As flattery is not refutation, I take it for 
granted that you have no hetter arguments to op- 
| Poſe. I now fear no miſconſtruction. [Taking a 

valuable ring from ber finger. | Without embaraſ(> 
ment I venture to requeſt that you will not by 
a witticiſm profane this NE of a friend: 
[ Preſenting the ring.] 

Fer. A memorial ! do I need one — 
rial of you! Oh! that word friend,” which you 
have juſt uttered, what diamond in the world 
is ſufficient to repay it? What diamond could 
throw a greater luſtre on my ſoul in the hours of 
ſadneſs than the reflection that I ſaved your life? 
Muſt I then be doomed, each time I 'caſt a look 


at my finger, to exclaim : Thou art paid! 


Narr. Curſe upon that hateful word! No] not 
When deftiny ſhall ſeparate us, this ring will recal 
0 your remembrance the image of a friend. 


F 2 Fez. 
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Fer. Oh l it was not a diamend which: engraved 
that image on my heart. 6 
Nar. The cypher of my name is formed of my 
own hair, 15 

Fzr. Your hair, encircled with diamonds, would 
for ever remind me, that Natalia 1 is a * 

Nar. You hurt me. 

Fer. Fate has planted one ſingle flower in my 


way; am I to exchange it for this ring? 


Nr. You hurt me exceedingly. 

Fer. You have deſtined for me a memorial! 
You do not conſider me as an ordinary man— 
why then ſhould you make me ſo ordinary a pre- 
ſent ?—[Hefttating) What if I were n anner 
to name one mylelf? _ 

Nr. | highly a! If it be in my power 
0 give it 

Fx. It is certainly of greater value than this 


ring; for it bears the marks of Four feeling heart. 


Narr. I don't underſtand you--- 

Fer. During the firſt + he ar that fortunate 
event a violent fever ſeemed to augment the danger 
of my ſituation ;—you, Madam !—Rofina is my 
youcher—you ſhed tears for me. Natalia - ſhed 
tears for poor Felix !!-—Thole- tears you cannot 
recal ; you cannot again reduce me to poverty; 

no misfortune can rob me of my treaſure—Natalia 
has wept for me Let the phyſician ſay what he 

will, I know to whom I am indebted for my" re- 
We. | 

Nar. Could you doubt my participation ? 

FE. I have examined Roſina; I have made 
her repeat a thouſand times over che moſt trifling 
circumſtance.— Lou wore an azure knot on your 
boſom :—that knot was bedewed with your tears. 
Perhaps it is the ſame you now wear. — Lou deſ- 

5 tine 
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tine for me a memorial . I will not venture to 
proceed. ¶ Pauſe. ] 
Nat. in great axitetion rakes the FER from ber 
breaſt, and gives it him with @ bluſh. 

I Fel. preſſes the knot with rapture: to bis lips 
and precipitately exit] 

NAr. [aſtoniſbed. What have 1 dams > What 
has my heart - done ?—| Going in anguiſh; meets 
Ottilia, and throws herſelf in ber arm. 


SCENE Iv. 
NATALIA, OTTILIA. | 


Naz. Ottilia ! dear Ottilia! 1 have been doing 
a fooliſh thing. 

Orr. Natalia! dear Natalia I have done a 
hundred of them in my life. | 

Nar. Young Wacker was here juſt x now, 

Orr. This prelude indeed does not . 
much ſenſe. 
Narr. My father received him with great ne- 

le& ; but the noble ſentiments of the youth in- 
Fired him with eſteem, He rejected every kind 
of recompenſe. 

Orr. Too much pride for his ſituation in life. 

Narr. Don't provoke me: the poor andy have 
a right to be proud, | 

Orr, How did your father take it? 

Nar. As a man ought who is impreſſed with 
| a due ſenſe of the dignity of his own nature. He 
lefr him ; and, at parting, ſhook him by the hand. 
—Do you bear, Ottilia? he ſhook him by the 
Aer" he had preſented me with the horn of 
abundance, filled Kg jewels, it N gr nar have 
given me ſo much pleaſuree. 2 

1 TT, 
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Orr. But the fooliſh thing you did? . 

Nr. [with a comic figb.] Only ſtop; we are 
coming to it. When my father was gone, we 
both ſtood as if going to pick up our words from 
the ground. I wiſhed to make him a preſent of 
this ring, and did'nt know how to go about it. I 
made a long preamble z but the reſult was on his 
part a refuſal. _ 

Orr. And then you became angry? 

Narr. Angry with him !—with him who ſo 
modeſtly begged that I would not deprive him of 
the little merit there might be in what he did. 
with him who ſet more value on my. breaſt-knor 
than on a ring worth a thouſand florins ! ! 

Orr. Your breaſt-knot ? | 

NarT. Rofina had told him, that T wept when 
he ſeemed to be ſo near his grave, - that my tears 
had fallen on that knot . 

Orr. And is that true? 

Narr. Moſt certainly Am I a ſtock, to re- 
main inſenſible when a man was about to loſe his 
life on my account? 

Orr. And he ee you to > give him that 
breaſt-knot ? 

NAT. With faltering accents; with ſo MY 
ſubmiſſion ſo much modeſty.— --:- 

Orr. And you gave it to him? 

NarT. [fighing.] I did. 

Orr. Laanix. Siſter! ſiſter ! _. 

Narr. Yes, that was the very fooliſh thing . 

Orr. I am afraid you will do many more er. 
iſh things. 

Naar. I feel indeed much diſpoſed---.--. 

Orr. When we are in love, we foldom ſtop at 
the firſt fooliſh thing. 

Nar. In love? 


Orr. 


* R TEES. oy 
A DBA 54 :. - 3 
Orr. 1 in love. It is my duty to warn you. 

Narr. And it is mine to liften to you. FO 

Orr. Your feelings are ſo like love - 


Nar. Brothers and ſiſters will be _ cach Py 
other. | 


Orr. You ſtand on \ the brink of a pe 
NAx. Ic don't yet make me giddy. 2115 
Orr. Becauſe it is ſtrewed over with roſes. * 
Nar. Then keep me back. OTE þ 
Orr. There is only one way to ſave you. pat 

\Nart, Which? 3 Ko 

Orr. Never to be alone with him. 

Nar. But I can't run away from him. 

Orr, For the future Ill attend you as if! were 
your ſhadow. 

Nar. Do ſo; and if you ſhould now and then 
think that you are troubleſome to me, never mine it. 

Orr. You may grumble as long as you plcaſe ;; 3 
I'll hang on your arm like a lump of lead. Now 
tell me, have you! found a key to your father's 1 
cret? 

Nur. Ob, he waned to make. a lawyer of him 

Orr. Of whom? SHA an : 

Nar. Of young Wacker. 

Orr. Good God! I am. ſpeaking of your bros 

err 

Nar. Oh, he is very well. 

Orr. Sure 1—Has he written? 

Narr. believe he has. 

Orr. Tou only believe? 1. 

Nar. Let me alone, and be quiet: my father b is 
in a good humour, and confequently nothing has | 
happened that ſhould give you uneaſineſss. 

Orr. But why does he conceal from us. 

NAr. Suffer him to indulge his whim, Eve 
man has bis whims ; and he is ſo kind —ſo gend a 

man. 1 
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man... |—He has ſhaken young Wacker by the 


q hand ! 
| Orr. I hope he has not been wounded: 
| | Nar. Two ſcars are left. 57 5 
Orr. Scars ! 
Nat, One on his forehead, and another on 1 his 
cheek. 
Orr. Have you ſeen hin? 12 
Narr. Good heavens! he but Juſt now left me. 
Orr. Your brother? | 
Naz. Oh! who talks of _ brother „ Lei . 
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Orr. * ſoul is engaged with only one object. 
Love is a ſpoiled child, who grudges every thing 
to his brothers, and wants to have all to himfelf.— 
Patience, Ottilia !—Have pity on the ſufferings of 
a ſtranger.— Thou too haſt a brother; 3 A father and 
a brother! and how often does the image. of the 
huſband baniſh the other two from thy heart! 

She leans with a ſorrotuful air on the Windows] — 
hou beautiful tranquil morning, caſt a friendly 
ſmile on the hoary old man for whom a penitent 
daughter weeps at a diſtance !—Behold the buſy 
vintagers ! with what activity they perform their la- 
bour on yon diſtant hill covered with vines J. Their 
mirthful ſongs are wafted hither by the wind! 
Oh! they feel no oppreſſion from either ſorrow or 
— guilt ! Was not that old Wacker who juſt now 
entered ?—] am afraid of the rude old man; and 
yet he intereſts me. His deſtiny his native land 
my ſuſpicions. . If we W underſtood each 


other.. 4s | : 
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Orr. Mr. Wacker, a word with you. | 
Wack, What are your commands, madam? A 
Orr. I muſt previouſly aſk, your pardon, lei 
my queſtion ſhould appear impertinent curioſity. 
Wack. If the queſtion concerns me, it is ALY 
worth while to be impertinent. | 
Orr. Are you a native of Germany? | : 
Wack. Of Germany ?—Oh 03, I am any 1 
thing you pleaſe. =— 
Orr. You go about "the buſh, Mr. Wacker. _ 
Wack. I uſed formerly to go ſtraight forward; 
but I once had the misfortune to run my hea 
againſt : a poſt, 
Orr. Nothing but the moſt iel intereſt in 
0 your welfare could induce me to aſk this queſtion, > 
| Wack. You are intereſted, I ſuppoſe, for every 
man, and believe him 9 his ward, nay even * 
without bis word. | - 
Orr. I am deſirous to know which is your na: = 
tive country. . 
Wack. [with 4 Jarcaſtic ſmile] Native couny 
try! I have none. 
Orr. But you had one, I prefume ? 
WaAcx. 1 once. was fool enough to think fo. . 
Orr. Am I miſtaken; if ] take you for a Cor- 
ſican? | mn 
Wack. [endeaueuring to conceal a certgin ind K - 
embarraſſment.) To be ſure; for hare are no. e 1 
. Coxlicans, ; 55 12 
| | G ' Orr, 
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Orr. This frcaic remark confirms my ful 
picion. ; 
Wack. Counteſs, if your fuſpicion were juſt, 
it would be generous of you to drop the Wee 

Orr. Nou are unbappy! 

WACH Why? —!I am old enough to be con- 
vinced, that we are born to wiſh, and that we muſt 
die to obtain. When I was a little boy, I once 
requeſted my nurſe to fetch down the moon. 1 
cried and ſqualled becauſe I abſolutely wanted to 
play with the moon; but I can now look at the 
moon with compoſure, and never entertain the 
leaſt idea of putting it into my pocket. : 

Orr. Full grown children will ſometimes en- 
deavour to obtain things ſtill more diſtant than the 
moon. And where is the man, who, once in his 
life at leaſt, has not entertained ſome wiſh of the 
like kind ? 

Wack. Once is pardonable, becauſe the eye 
may be deceived, and the knowledge of diſtances 
is the reſult of experience. But whoever more 
than once ſtakes his fortune, his life, his honour, 
ſor virtue, liberty, patriotifm—or whatever other 
names are given to thoſe conſtellations that wander 
over our heads, and yet fcarcely tranfmit to us a 
faint ray of borrowed light—whdever does ſo, de- 
ſerves, like Socrates, to empty the poiſoned cup, 
or, like the conqueror at Marathon, to end his 
days in a jail, Tou ſee I have worked myfelf up 
into a paſſion. I thought I only deſpiſed man- 
kind; and, alas! J hate them. 

Orr. Were I 3 man, IT would entreat you ro 
make me your confidant. 

Wack. Your ſex does not prevent me: for 1 
have been oftener deceived by my own ſex than 


* women. hat follows be ſpeaks with emotion. | 
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The only perfect creature, I ever knew upon earths 
was a woman ;—and in your face, Counteſs! I 
behold features nearly allied to thoſe of that angel. 
Were there not a kind of confidence which re- 
ſembles complaint, as complaint reſemble#begging, 
that eye, that melancholy ſmile on your cheek, 
might draw my ſecret from my boſom. But he 
who with vain confidence tortures a worthy ſoul, 
with no other view than, cuckoo like, to talk of 
himſelf, deſtroys his laſt ſupport ; the conſciouſ- 
neſs of that hidden power which enables him to 
ſay within himſelf: I ſuſtain a heavy load, and 
you don't fee it. 9 8 

Orr. [1s deeply affected, and, after a pauſe, ad- 


dreſſes him in the Corfican language.] I entreat my 


unhappy countryman to give me his confidence. 
Wack. [Seems much ſurpriſed, and confuſed. 
5, and replies abruptly, ] The 


Count has ſent for me, Exit. 
SCENE VIL 
OrrILIA alone, \ 


Yes, he is a Corſican! and perhaps a greater 
man than he wiſhes to appear. —But high or low, 
that 's all one. In a ſtrange country we take notice 
of every peaſant whom at home we might perhaps 


overlook, He ſpeaks our language, and the tone 


of his yoice recals to our remembrance the ſhadowy 


forms of times that are now gone. If he only name 


a perſon that was dear to us, a town where we 


reſided, or a ſpot where we were happy, he is our 
kinſman. He is our kinſman, becauſe he carries 


W > 61/6 
n 
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us back, as if by magic, to the period of our in- 


fancy, when we were related to all the world, and 
uſed to ſhake hands with every friendly face wen 
G2 n 


met, —Emuſt get better wp with this fla 
| man. I muſt remove the flinty covering with 
= which diſappointed confidence has incruſted his 
heart, He will perhaps reward my perſeverance 
with ſome account of my father.—-Perhaps he 
knows him—has met with him ſomewhere ; or 
can tell where he is. Alas! poor heart, do not 


beat with ſuch violence. Ic is all mere n 


SCENE VIII. 
An avenue of limes in the garden] 
FELIX alone, 


. Ama I at length alone ?—not ſeen by any ſtrange 
: eye? People are ſo inquiſitive, they wiſh to ſee 
'* every thing, to hear every thing? And why? to 
criticiſe, to jeer, or to give their ſapient opinions. 
That done, they turn round on their heel and walk 
of —No! this knot ſhall never be profaned by 
the eye of a ſtranger ; here, under this lime-tree, 
J can without embarraſſment preſs it to my lips; I 
can here with tears of joy revive the obliterated 
marks of thoſe ſhe ſhed for me, Thou ſhalt re- 
poſe on my boſom, and be the taliſman of virtue; 
give me a cheerful mind in my ſufferings ; and 
lie heavy on my breaſt, when an ignoble ſentiment 
ſhall debaſe NT heart that beats beneath thee, | 


SCENE IX. 


| Enter RoSINA. | | 
in Ros. So I have found you at laſt, Mr. Wacker? 
=__ ].have.been looking for you all the morning, 
Fer. It is but juſt this moment that I have _ 
* 6 
5 


A DRAM * 


Ros. Found W ? You Jakks ; 3 can one loſe 


oneſelf? 

Fer. O yves! | 

Ros. I never loſt myſelf vet it in my life. 1 

| Fer. I wiſh you may be able to fag the ſame 
thing ten years hence! 

Ros. [counti:g on ber fingers.] Ten and thirteen 
make twenty-three, 

Fer, What are you counting? 3 

Ros. Fourteen, I would ſay. Sure, ſure, on 


St. Peter and St. Paul's day I ſhall be nde | 


ears old. 

Fer. Already ſo old? 

Ros. Next Eaſter I ſhall go to . 
Fei. And what has Rofina to l 
Ros. Why, my ſins. 

FEkL. Let 's hear? 

Ros. Aye ſure; but that won t . 
FREL. Why not ? 

Ros. You are too young, 

Fer. But I have read old books. 


Ros. No matter, What are my fins to you ? 


You can't abſolve me from them. 


FzL., You ſhall reckon them up before me, that 


you mayn't forget them, 
Ros. Once—it was juſt at our fair—we were 
dancing and making merry; and fo 1 forgot to 


ive our goldfinch 11s food, and the poor. ng | 


was ſtarved. 
Fer, Aye, that was wicked, 


Ros, Nay, it was yery. cruel, But I cried a 


good deal about it. 
Fer. What more? 


Ros. I twice threw ſugar i into old Betty's milk, 
and ſhe churned all day long to Ho Et Hut 


1 will do {0 no more, 1 
Fxx. 


* 
— 
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Fe EL. Well, then, we ſhall let that paſs, | 

Ros. But che worſt is to come. 

Fer. The worſt? | 

Ros. Laſt Chriſtmas I broke a 8 father 
was in a paſſion—and—I am aſhamed to tell you 
= was a paughty trick] acculed che maid 
of it. 

FEL. And what was the | confequence | ? | 

Ros, My father was going to give the girl a 
box on the ear; but I would rather have had a 
dozen of blows myſelf. Stop! ſtop! cried I—1 
did it ;—and ſmack ! I had a box on the ear; and 
I was properly ſerved.— Wasn't I ? 

Fer. Very properly. 

| Ros. I allo begged the poor maid's pardon. 

{Natalia appears at the back part of the ſtage, aud 

ſeeing Felix and Roſina together, withdraws ; 
but ſoon returns, and liſtens.] 

Ros. But I was very filly to tell you is this 
naughty trick. Now you won't love me any 
more. 

Fer, That would be no great loſs. 

Ros. Oh, I am' very fond of you indeed ! When 
you were 0 ill, I could laugh and jeer when I 
came to ſee you. But at home, in my little apart- 
ment, I was like to cry my eyes out. 

Fer, Was you indeed, my worthy girl? 

Ros. And I love the young Counteſs twice as 
well ever fince ſhe inquired fo eagerly after you, 
and was ſo impatient till I came. | 

Fer. [with emotion.) Was ſhe ? 

Ros. Once hav'n't told you that yet. She 

has forbidden me. 2 
Fx. Be quick! What? 
Ros. But, pray, don't betray me. 
Fr. No, no! 


[Natalia 


A DRAMA. „ 
iN alc is en, and retires, but ſoon returns.] 


Ros, I, however, cannot conceive why ſhe 
ſhould CIT mas | 


FzL. No matter. Only tell. 


Ros. One evening we were on the little kill, | 
yonder by the cheſtnut-grove ; from which a * 


ſon can ſee in at your window. 
FEI. Is that all? 


Ros. There ſhe ſtood for * | half an ETA = 


But your curtains were down. 


Far. [ Hiding the emotions of his Jo.) You little 


fool! Ir is very airy there. 


Ros. Yes, it was fo airy, that! it made my teeth 
chatter, 


Fri. The fine e OY 
Ros. It was as dark as RN No, no; I am 
not quite fo ſtupid neither. I always think it is 


+4 & 


very fortunate that the Counteſs is a great lady, 


and that you are only Mr. Wacker. 
Far. Why fo? 


Ros. Why, if the Counteſs was only a poor 


on 8 daughter, like me 

Fer. What then? 

Ros. Poor! I can't ſay that cither ; J am in- 
deed no more than a gardener's daughter; but 
not poor for all that. My father is a careful man; 


he has ſaved a little money; we might at any time 
take a handſome farm. 


FEI. | immerſed in thought.] So:! 5 


Ros. And my father 1 is very fond of you. 
FeL. So? 


Ros. He ſays, you ſcem to be a ſteady ſober 
young man; and—it is a pity, he ſays, that you 


don't apply yourſelf to gardening, as you are 
already pretty well acquainted with the buſineſs: 


and he ſays that you want only to be helped od 
i mutt 5 


_ 23 — 
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little; and that he is daily getting older, and would 

be glad, he ſays, to meet with ſomebody that he 
could confide in; and I am too young yet, he 
ſays, to be entirely truſted ; and he e 1 
can't tell you all he ſays, 

Fer. [ abſen-] So? And wh do you lay * 

Ros. | ſighing.] ! fay nothing at all. 

Fer. But didn't the cool evening air hurt you? 

Rus. We were in the room when he ſaid ſo. 

Fei, Didn't you talk of the cheſtnut trees and 
the hill? 

Ros. Ab! the Counteſs ? "ot had almoſt forgot 
her.—She defired me to tell you, by all means to 
call on her, the firſt time you went abroad. 

Fei. And fo you tell me only now? | 

Ros. We have been chatting fo much—and I 
thought that you liked to be with me.—Don't you 
like to be with me? ; 1 

ß HED TOONS 

Ros. Pray, don't call me child. It would ap- 
pear as if I were, God knows, how little. On St, 
Peter and St. Paul's day I ſhall be fourteen, The 
ſteward's Betſy is only one year older than 1, and 
ſhe is going to be married, 

FEI. Indeed! 
Ros. I muſt go home now; or elſe my tather 
will fcold. Farewell, dear Mr. Wacker. 

Fir. Adieu, dear Roſina. 

Ros. Don't you look at me? _ 

Fer. [</ſuming a friendly air.] Farewell] fare- 
well! | 

Ros. Look'ee—ſce what a beautiful roſe. My 
father to-day put it into my little baſket, and I was 
to carry it to the Counteſſes; ; but I laid it aſide 
for ſamebody. 

Fer. For whom ? 


% 


| Ros 


/ 


3 * ADDN EH wy 


Kos. Why=lf you deſired me to give it you... 
_ Fer. Would you give it me with — 
Ros. Here, here]! I culled it myſelf, and on 


| that occaſion. ran a few thorns into my fingers. 


But that don't ſignify, if it only affords you plea- 
ſure. * nods to lin or 4 er W crit. 


wh ir. ww WAYS 1 


Wh SCENE. 6 


kale, NATALIA., 


LV/bilf Felix is engaged in the following Soliloquy, 
Natalia approaches, as if involuntarily ;, then re- 
tires, and comes Back. * 


Fer. She came to ſee ne—FoRunate Camillo! 
—Dar'ſt thou flatter thyſelf with the glorious idea 
that ſomething more than pity warms the boſom of 
that angel ?—She came to ſee me From yonder 
hill ſhe gazed at me chought of me—was occu- 

ied wich me during the cool evening-hour.;—and 
This very day walked paſt that hill, as if ic had 
been nothing elſe than a common heap of earth 
planted with trees Oh! I did, not know that 
ſhe had hallowed the ſpot by. her preſence iI did 
not know that it was to become my favourite 
abode, the altar of my devotion; from which, 
during the ſweet gloom of twilight, the moſt ar- 
dent vows for Natalia's, a Na Tiſe to the 
evening ſtar! — Natalia! Natalia etz forth to 
the lovely hill !—[He turns quickly, wougd, and ſees 
Natalia, fanding: before bim. He -forinks. back, 
trembles,, aud caſts his ec dorf, Ile via) 

Natalia 8 a WAS 6 fide glance at Fim, cahils ber 

ö N 
775 inuagence. | oy vol I 1d 
el Jt? Muh ventures to raiſe bis eyes Ae hes. 
7492 'H Natalia 
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Natalia looks at him with inex 3 tenderneſs. 

Felix throws himſelf at ber feet ; drops the roſe, 
lays hold of her hand, which he covers with ardent 
kiſſes, then riſes and runs off precipitately. 
Natalia fands as if fixed to the ground. After 


fome pauſe ſhe ftoops to pick up the roſe; places it on 
ber RO with a ſigh, and "M7 withdraws. | 


LF 


er Ht, 
SCENE 1. 
A Hall in the Caſte, 


Rosina, 4 SERVANT. 


[Te Servant. is buſy in the room, Roſina comes in 
| crying. J ' 


Serv. What i is the matter with you, Mi Ro. 
fina ? | 5 2 15 
Ros. Nothiog. | crak Oe Ro 

SERV. But you cry! 

Ros. What is that to you? 

SERV. I am hurt to ſee ſuch a pretty girl cry. 

Ros. If 1 am pretty, that 's woch to von 
neither. 

Sexy. How unkind you are! 

Ros. Where is Lady Natalia) 

SERV. With her father. 

Ros. Dear John, be ſo good as to call her. 
Only tell her, that 1 have ſomething” very im- 
portant to ſay to her. | 

Serv. You have not deferved that of me, Miſs z 
but I love you for all 8 I am going. [Exir, 
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RosixA alne. ho 


- 'Phis felling tells me that I am pretty; ; 1 think. 


be doesn't ſpeak truth. Mr. Wacker never. told 
me ſo. If I were pretty, and not ſo ignorant, he 


certainly would not leave us. [ Sighing]—lt is a 


pity the world is fo wide, and that people ſhould 


wander ſo much about in it. Here there are water 


and mountains; there, foreſts and robbers. He 
may be drowned—fall over a precipice—loſe his 
way—be plundered—nay murdered I then I ſhall 


never ſee him more !—Oh ! I wiſh he had rather 
continued 1 thoſe were happy 2 when he 


Was Sek. 
5 SCENE III. 


Enter NATALIA. 


Nr. [baſtily, and frigbtened.] What's the mat- 
ter, Roſina? You cry! Ah, my God! what by 
happened ? 

Ros. He will go. 

Nar. Who? 


Ros. Naughty man! He is ſcarcely recovered, 


yet he will go, and in ſuch a hurry as if he had 
run mad all at once. 5 — 

Naar. Whither? | 

Ros. How ſhould I know — Alas the world ; 1s 
wide enough. "WK 

Nar. Does he mean to travel? 

Ros. He 1s already packing up. 

NAT. What! to-day ? 

Ros, Within an hour. 


* 
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Nar. Go, Roſina, be quick! tell him imme- 
diately to repair to the n I muſt 
ſpeak to him. 

Ros. But he won't ſpeak to you. 

Nar. Not ſpeak to me? 

Ros. Not I have juſt now myſelf entreated bim. 
« Dear Mr. Wacker, ſaid I, pray ſtay with us. A*n't 
you happy here? Every body loves You and xz 
above all, and the Counteſs too, and. 
Nr. You goſſip but go on. 

Ros. Then he faid : I can't ſtay '!? And then he 
clapped his hand to his forehead, and muttered 
ſomething which J couldn't underſtand. When I 
law him carry out his portmanteau, I was fo af- 
fected. Pray, do ſpeak firſt with the Counteſs,” 
ſaid I— You are ſcarcely well; you hav'n't yet re- 
covered your ſtrength. What will become of you 
when you get among perfect firangers ? You may 
chance to be taken ill on the road in ſome paltry 
village ; may be among heretics, without attend- 
ance, without any body to nurſe you, without a 
clergyman to comfort you.—No! I am ſure our 
gracious: Counteſs will not permit it. Do ere 
to her.” 

Nar. And he wouldn't ? 

Ros. By no means. I have ſpoken | too > much 

to her already, ſaid lle. 

NarT. Go, run; watch him; don't leave him I 
moment ; don't loſe ſight of him. I will endea- 
vour to ſteal out ; in half an hour I ſhall be 1 in the 
garden. 

Ros. Very well. Ill ding to his arm; lay hold 
of the ſkirts of his coat; and if he takes it amiſs, 
I will tell him that you ordered me. Going. 

Nar. [Laſide.] Good heavens ! . wie N I 

wk 5 
4 8 | Ros. | 
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Ros. 1 ] ! had almoſt forgor; here is a 
note for you. 1 


Narr. From TAE : 

Ros. He wrote it on the hill. 

Narr. Quick! quick ! [She opens and reads it 
aſide “ The wretch, who ventured to love you, 
now puniſhes himſelf, and flies. He will be happy 
H you forgive him, proud if your pity attends his 
Sight —[ She is in the greateſt agitation, walks 
and down irreſolute ; then tears a leaf out of per 
pocket-book, writes a few words on it, and Sven if 
4% Rofina| — Give him this. 

Ros. Will he ſtay when he has read it? 
Narr. "TI he may; at cafe till the even- 
ng. | 
Ros. A reprieve! - + | N 
Narr. My father goes to bed at_nine e 
Soon after nine I ſhall be in the cheftnut-avenne. 

Ros. And if he is then gone? 

Nav. My dear girl, if you love me, don't let 
him go. 1 

Ros. If I could but keep Win all would be 

well.—I am very fond of you, but ſtill fonder of 


myſelf. LR away. 


e Iv. 


_ Naratia alone. 


What have 1 done —A rendez vous at the | 


evening-hour — Were that known }—and, what is 


more — my father —Anguiſh and love—duty and 
6 * 
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SCENE V. *. 


Enter OrTI1L ta; 


683 Dear ſiſter, your father is ſcolding, becauſe 
ou have not yet returned. 
Nart. Oh Ortilia: I have again done a Fooliſh 
thing. 
Orr. I knew you wouldn' t * at the firſt, 
Narz. He will go---- 
Orr. Your hero? 


Nr. He loves me. 
Orr. And tells you ſo? | 
Narr. Read. | [ Gives ber the note. 


Orr. [after having read it.] That's a hon 


ſtep of his. 


Nar. Curſe on your cool prudence. 1 
Orr. It is a noble action. 


Naar. Oh yes, very noble ! To fave a poor er 
life—diſtract her head and heart, and then run 


away Very noble! 
Grr. But what will become of you? 
NA. If he goes, he muſt be a beggars © and 1 | 
ſhall die of a broken heart. 
Orr. And if he ſtays? | 
Nar, If he ftays !-Oh Ottilia if be ſtays, 


time and love have worked many a miracle. 


Orr. Poor girl ! if nothing but a miracle can 
ſave thee, 


Nar. The only thing chat no treaſure can buy 


he poſſeſſes. All the reſt may be purchaſed. 


Orr. Your father's bleſſing too ?—You know 
him. 


Naar. And for that very reaſon—becauſe I 
know him—he is fond of me. 


Orr, 


* 
— 
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Orr. Still fonder perhaps of his nne 
which haye grown up with him. | 

NAr. Prejudice! 

Orr. So much the worſe. People adhere Sith 
more obſtinacy to their dene _ to their 
principles. 


Nar. And ſhall I tell you what I have Wen 
dreaming? 


Orr. Firſt a an and then a dream 05 
love ! love! 

Nar. Don't jeer! Theſe den er 
are ſomething more than they appear. The man- 
ner in which the old man begged to be employed 
here; the noble pride with which he behaved ; 
the education of his fon, and a thouſand Nerger 
more, which can only be felt | 

Orr. All very true; and I muſt 97 ae. 
if that be your dream, 1 in ant meaſure — 
it alſo, | But —- 

Nar. Reſerve your buts, n 1 have ſpoken-to 
him. 0 

Orr You will not, I hope 4 
NAr. Why not? 

Orr. When? where? 

NAr. This evening, in the garden. 

Orr. And your father. ke 

NAr. He'll be gone to bed. TOP 

Orr. Aud deren wwe. 2 

Nr. He ventured his life for me, and l maſt 
be punctual to the hour, 

Orr. What is it you want of him? 

Nar. 1 wiſh to know who he is; to . 
that he will tell me his rank. 

Orr. And ſuppoſe we are ben and he 
. ben no more than plain Mr. Wacker b b 


Nr. 
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Nar. Then—Oh Siſter n the peace of wy 
mind 3 is gone for ever. 


Orr. Then fave at leaſt your hip: — 
Naz. You ſhall 80 along with me; ems Thall 


be a witneſs, | 2 rt 


Orr. If you wiſh it. TIEN 


Nr. Neither his heart nor mine hols the leaſt 
cauſe to object even to a ſtranger being a witnefs. 


Orr. Huſh ! Your father is On We had 
quite forgot him. | | 


SCENE 1 crab NA 
Enter CounT. 5505 = 
Conv. So this is che way, children,—You 


leave me quite by myſelff. 


Orr. You were ſo immerſed in your maps a 
Count. True—I am obliged to make ſome 


little arrangements reſpecting the operations of the 
war. | Jocoſely.] I have thrown two bridges acroſs 


the Danube, and ordered a body of troops to 
march over them to take the enemy in flank. 

Orr. Would it not de better to conclude a 
peace? 

Covunr. If the enemy would ſend us: ſuch a 
lovely negociator. 
Orr. The newſpapers then would indeed be 

leſs intereſting. ' 
Copnr. But the barveſt and the vintage would 
be gainers. | 
Orr. When Francs by ue fige walks dhrongh 
the corn- fields -- 457 
Count. And, inſtead of trying Hs ſabre on 


_ the heads of the Turks, mos down the heads of 


thiſtles. 7 11 $54 Y 't 1 14 {8013 I IDEL 4 
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Orr. And nin, my dear father! you conceal 
from me yvhat you know of him? 
| Count. Still, my dear daughter! I do ſo. 


more? 
CounT. No. 


Orr. Shall I know, then, bene T retire to wy . 


Cour. Yes. 
Orr. Aſſure me on your word of benden 1 


Count. I do. [Aide] He won't ſtay - out, 1 


preſume.—[ Aloud and archly] But whether you will 
fleep the better for your information, that I cannot 


vouch. Aue, whilſt looking a bis watch] He 


| 


Orr. Am I then o have one IT m 


ſhould be arrived by this time. 70 Natalia] What 4 


do you ſtand moping for in that Corner? 


father ? Pink 


Coun. Yes, you, my dear daughter! T'think 
you har n t heard a MPO word of our * cotiverſa- 1 


tion. | 
Nag: Who, I ?—Oh ye! 
CounT. What were we talking of? 
Narr. The approach of peace. 


Cour. Very right! of the peace that was con- 
cluded in my cloſet. Child! child! what is going 


on in your brain? You uſed to romp about a 
entertain us with ſongs all day long; for the le 


month I hav'n't heard a merry ſtanza from you.. 


NarT. Oh ! the war. brother Francis ( 
CounT. Nonſenſe ! There is war every where. 


Where there are no ſoldiers in the field, people will 
deſtroy one another with 1 and a N | 


may die while taking a walk, 
Nar. Witneſs myſelf -— 
"THEME Had it not been for young Wee 
5 1 Nate 


Nar. 17 1 from deep thought. ] e dear 
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Nar. [cheered up.] Ah true l had it not been 


for him · | 

Te You might have been in a bad fitoa- 

n. 

Nar. The conſequence muſt have been death! 
certain death | 

Count, I am only ſorry that. 

Nar. { quick.) What, dear „ 

Covxr. I have been [peaking to the old man- 

NAr. Concerning his ſon? 

Coux r. Both the father and the ſon are ne 5 
characters. Mr. Wacker, ſaid I, your ſon has been 
doing a very noble action.— Not that 1 know 

of. The devce! he has ſaved my Japgiger's 3 
life,—** I am told fo, and am glad of it.” — 

Well! wasn't that a noble action ?—** No! To 

ſpeak in general, there is no noble action; for 

every man acts from ſelfiſh motives.” 

 Nar. I hope you told him. 

CovunrT. But your ſon aſks for no recompence. 

Narz. And conſequently makes an exception to 
his miſanthropic rule. 

Cour. He would not allow that. There is 

an intereſt in this caſe too ; but no mean, no ſor- 

did intereſt.“ | 

Narr. And what is it, pray ? 

. Cour. I aſked him the ſame queſtion. 
Why,“ replied he, © I don't know. The hu- 
man heart has more folds than a lady's fan, but it 

cannot be expanded with the ſame eaſe. The 

Counteſs is handſome ”—A curtſey, Miſs !— My 

ſon is young; he has eyes, and a heart; that alone 

is often ſufficient,” 
Nar. [embarraſſed.] Mere words. 
Count: I could not belp laughing, Aye, _ 


A | 5 


I, if you nw” that ſelfiſhneſs. —** What elſe is it? 


One perſon takes delight in boards of gold, and 
another in a kind look; neither of them deceives 
and yet each of them doats only on his own dear 
ſelf. The whole difference is, that the one feeds 
his darling upon nectar, and the other upon coarſe 
viands.“ In this manner we kept arguing almoſt 
an hour; for you know, that, though I take the 
world for a wretched piece of workmanthip, I love 
mankind with my whole heart. 

Nar. So he approves the caprice of his ſon! 

Corr. He at laſt ſaid; © My ſon is an egotiſt, 
as we are all; but when he ſells for reward the 


pleaſure with which-a good action inſpires his bo- 


ſom, he is an ordinary egotiſt, and no ſon of mine.” 


In ſhort, our gratitũde muſt take him by ſur- _ 
priſe; if it knock openly ar his Dae he will keep 


it bolted. 

Nar. 1 am only afraid he will deprive us of 
every poſſible means; for—as I have juſt now learn- 
ed by a third perfon—he is going to leave us. 

- Count. In that caſe we ſhall have the father 


here, and a good ſon finds an ample reward in the 
| happineſs which he confers on his parents. 


NarT. True 1. 


CounT, The father ſhall ſee that we are not ; 


unmindful of his ſon's actions. 
Nr. You will then ſuffer him to go? 7 


CounT., Why not? ] have no right to detain 


him. 
Narr. Without afſiſtince ? expoſed to want? 


Cour. But I can't go on the high road, 5 
a piſtol to his breaſt, and force him to take my 


money. | Lookin 1 at his watch, ſhaking bis _ == 


and ö m! hm! 


Mars What is it o'dock, dear. father? 
12 | COUNT, 


/ 


+ 


„ 
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| Count. Almoſt nine. Aide] He muſt now 
be here ſoon. 


, Nar. [ uneaſy.) What, already ſo late! 
' Count. [de.] No Kirmiſh has proverged 
him, I ſhould think. <H | 

Narr. Father, do you ſup to-night ? 
Corr. No. 


Nar. Then give me leave to wiſh you good 


repoſe. 5 [ Attempting to kiſs his Band. 
Count. Whither are you going? 

Nr. I am fo drowſy— 

CounTt. Nonſenſe ! What a fine evening—how 
refreſhing the air. I have ordered all the windows 
of my apartment to be opened, I will go thither 

and fit down in my elbow-chair, and you ſhall 
read-to me an hour. 

Nar. [ fartled.] Read to you? 

Corr. Yes; read to me.——(To Ottiha] 3 
muſt come along with us alſo, daughter; ; we ſhall 
then be quite comfortable. 

Nat. Excuſe me, dear father I am ſo hoarſe— 
J have caught cold. 

CounT. So ſuddenly ? 

Nar. Three days ago. 

CounT. I have obſerved nothing of it, Well 
then we (hall fir with the windows open, and liſten 

to the nightingale. 

__ Nar, With the windows open !—The evening 
, You know, Nane that I can't bear 

theſe affected airs. A. girl of your age ought to 
waſh herſelf in the dew, and bathe in the fog, 
without fear of | hurting her nerves, Don't be 
obſtinate ; I am waiting for you. Exit. 


SCENE 


Ps 
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„ SCENE. 

NarATLIA, OTTILIA. 8 
Nr. Here is fine work! | 
„Orr. What 's to be done now ? ? | 
Var.! promiſed to be at the place ſoon ale 
nine, 

Orr. The old man will not let us 80 before 
: mid night. | 

Nar. [mufng a fem moments. ] We have only 

one method left, 5 
rr. 
"Fs You, = dear Oui! muſt go in my 
lead. 
| TER, But your father has expreſsly devred me 
to accompany you. 

Nar. Vil find an excuſe. I'll fay that your 
child has been crying—that it won't fall aſlee 
_ you are uneaſy—that ' you wil come by and 

Tort: Bur I don't know the young man at all. 

NaT. Then you ought to thank me for the op- 
28 I give you of being acquainted with 
him 

Orr. What muſt I tell him? | 
Nar. Whatever you pleaſe. Whatever youy 


friendſhip for me may e He muſt wait for 
me even till midnight, 1 neceffary 


[ 


Cour. [calling jy 4 behind he ſcenes.] Nas | 

ralia ! * 
Na r. Coming directly, dear father - Go, go, 

my ſweet ſiſter ! In your hands I depoſit my peace 

of mind : if you ſuffer him to depart, I ſhall doa _ 

third * thing, ay run after him. [Exir. © 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
OrTIEIA alone. 


9 hat indeed would be the moſt fooliſh of 1 
1 have accepted this office with great reluctance.— 
Where will it all end) - What can 1 ſay to him ? 
And yet, if he be what Natalia takes him for, my 
taſk is not eaſy ; but it is ſoon learned. I will en- 
courage him to perſiſt in his prudent reſolution. 
J will giye him to underſtand—jf he has not con- 
1 it already that his preſence is dangerous 
to Natalia's happineſs. This to a noble- minded 
youth will be quite ſufficient to haſten his de- 
arture.— And ſo this event may give birth to a 
good action. At the ſame time, I may be per- 
mitted to think of my own concerns. I will ſound 
him. Tbe ſon, perhaps, is more open than the 
father. He is going to travel—his road may lead 
to my native country. He may take my letters 
make inquiries.— Be quick, Ort chance 
ſeems to fayour thee, | alan . 


! 


SC E NE 1. 
An avenue of cheſtnut- trees, a moon- light night, 5 


FL. I entreat you, Roſina, to leave me. 
Ros. Yes, if you will promiſe not to run away. 
Fer. I promiſe you not to ſet out before mid. 
night. 
Ros. Swear. 

Fr. Upon my honour !' 

Ros. Oh, that is no ſerious oath. Soup by all 
the ſaints. 
FRI. [ ſmiling,] Well, be jt ſo— By all the 
Ain 


Ros, 


+ 


. - * * * 
* 8 
. at x . : = . 
8 1 y 5 * k k 


3 Ros. If you ſet out now, you will be ſure to 
break your neck before you reach the firſt ſtage. 


„ S | 97 BESS oF 

5 BH. 
Pulling out Natalia's note. Can he, who 
loves me, fly from me ?—He who loves me will 
obey me. Wait for me in the cheſtnut- avenue till 
nine.“ — Ves, Natalia! 1 will obey thee ! thou 
wilt increaſe the agony of my departure but ir is 
the firſt command thou haſt deigned to impart to 
me. I will obey thee, were my life at ftake !— 
Something ruſtles—ſomebody approaches—it is 
ſhe !—f Advancing a few ſteps, he ſuddenly ſtartles] 
Hah ! my father! COOL OE ADDY 


SCENE XL 
Enter WaACKER- 


Meer: What, my ſon! How ſtrangely you 
look! „ 
FEI. How, dear father? . | | 
Wack. This whole day you have been ſaun- 
tering about like one in a dream ; have anſwered 
all my queſtions at croſs-purpoles ; fixed your 
ſtaring eyes on the ground; or looked at me with 
a ſorrowful aſpect that ſeemed to forebode ſome 
misfortune. And, in the laſt place, the manner 
in which you this evening wiſhed me good night— 
your hand ſhook when you graſped mine and — 
if the twilight did not deceive me, the tears ſtood 
in your eyes | «OS. 
Fr. No, my dear father the remains only of 
my weakneſs—the conſequence of my illneſs. 
| WS 8 . 


| 


| 
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Wack. Camillo, you are brooding over ſome 


ſcheme. 

FEL. | continuing io look about him with ag neſs ] 
Can you be apprehenſive of any mean action from 
your ſon ? 

Wack. No; but you deceive me. 

Fer. How can you imagine ſo? 

Wack. Have you nothing then to ſay? 

Fer. The evening air will hurt your 5 

Wack. Let my heart be your care, not n 
lungs.— Have I forfeited your confidence? 

FEL. What a queſtion ! 


Wack. Are you not my friend, as much as 1 


am yours? 
FEI. Whence this miſtruſt ? „ 
Wack. Tou know, how and when I Joſt all 


_ truſt in man; but muſt I loſe all truſt too in my 


ſon ? 
Fer. N ever, never! 
Wack. Have you nothing to ſay to me ? 
FEL. [js embarraſſed, and remains ſilent.] 


WA Look at me—What is the raren of 


this lett 
Fur. [ — This letter- = 


Wack. Addreſſed to me. It is yet unopened. 
Why does a fon write to his father? — What can 


it be that a ſon will not venture to ſay freely to his 
father? . 
FEL. Nothing: © 


heaven ( 


Wack. I was much ſtruck with your conduct 


all this day. I retired to reſt, and could enjoy no 
repoſe. My anxiety drove me from bed; gloomy 
ſuſpicion conducted me to your chamber; there I 


Mo | 


mine, father II ſwear—by 


found a portmanteau filled with linen, and, on the 


table, this letter, I was s going to open it, but was 


3 not 


A-P3AMA;- — & 


not able. My knees trembled. Oh d thought I, 
is the cup of biiterneſz not yet filled yp.? Can my 
ſon pour into it the laſt drop ?—Shoulg that be the 
caſe, he ſhall at leaſt have the courage t do ſa in 
my preſence. I then went in ſearch of you, Here 
Jam take your letter, look me in the face, and 
without heſitation let me know its contents. 7 
EL. I muſt—oh my father ! —I muſt-...- 
Wack. Travel? is it ſo? Your. popcmantean 
announced that ber enough. The old, unfor- 
tunate, exiled. father will Jive. for ever: the pa- 
tience of the ſpirited youth is exhauſted. Fogl 
that: I. was, to think there ſtill exiſted a living 


creature who would not forſake me at the . of 
death! 125 3) 
141 9 II 8288 warts] * i 


Fer. Hear me! # 1h 

Wack. And to. "es me thus 7 thus clan 
deſtinely ? | 

Fer. You yourſelf will approve my reſolution. 

Wack. Had you been ſure of that, you would 
not have behaved in this undutiful manner. 

FL. Father, you, wrong me -e Weakneſs— 
the horrors of a ſeparation - 

Wack. Such, is, he way of all EDT. 
of the beſt :—a fol y, a crime, any thing! if they 
den Freter it with their faces turned aſide. 

EL. When Timoleon turned aſide his face, he 
was pitied by the whole world. 


Wack. No. diſplay of words, pray; 1 vant 


argument, 


FEI. Well then—my affeftions : are e fixed on the 
young "Counteſs. * \ 


- Wack. Is that all? 
FEI. She loves me. 
Wack. Folly ! 


bg May 1 venture to offer ber my hand? 
| K Wack. 


* 
a 
0 


1 


5 
"Y LO 
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Wack. Beg gar! n enen STO RAIN! 
5 W.. May 12 tell her, who. Ti am ? 1 
| cx. Madman! 

Fl. Well, what muſt T do ? 0 
Wack. [after 2 pauſe,] Shun her. 
FT. My father has pronounced the ſentence = 


WAck. Stop! ! don't deceive A If: you 
are fully convinced--. 


TOLL {0 a 

Wack. If juvenile conceit alone has not. 

Fx. e conceit never attends wretched- 
neſs .- 

Wack. How bs you 150% let ſentiments 1 
FEEL. 1 have innumerable proofs. 
Wack. Were they not pity or glatitude? 
FE L. I thought ſo at firſt. E 
Wack. You ſuffered external marks of your 

feelings to appear? n 
FL. Our hearts underſtood: each other. ts 
Wack. And your W 0 1 
o : 
Wack. Then keep filence, Reis ſhun her 

proſence and remain. 


Fer. If my father's riper experience ordajns it 
fo, I ſhall obey. 2 


Wack. Your ſufferings here are quite out of 
the queſtion. 
Fr, I voluntarily ſuffer. 


Wack. But the peace 1 ani of i our + bene: 
factor's daughter. 


Fer. That was the very object I meant to at- 
tain by my flight. 


WAck. Whether there be only a die or a 


whole quarter of the world 15 between you, it 
will make no difference. 


FV. But if ſhe wiſhes to ſee me? 
Wack. 


þ : 
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Wack. She malt... 
Fer. But if . love has 11 Ade the 
dictates of [prudence and virgin timidity lf, in 
the gloom of night, ſne wiſhed to have an inter- 
view with me ? : 
Wack. She will not. 1 
FEEL. Father, I am here by her own \ defire. | 
| Wack. [ ſuſpicious.) Without your contrivance ?. - 
FEET. By the memory of my mother! 
Wack. Thea retire. 
FL. [ beſitating. 8] What muſt ſhe think of me? 
Wack. She will bleſs your integrity, if not 
now, at leaſt ſome time hence.*, _ | 
FT. Oh my father! rn 
Wack. You cannot Wel, Pl ſtay alſo 
Fx. Your preſence would overcome her. 
 Wack. It is better that I ſhould make her 
bluſh, than that ſhe ſhould do ſo herſelf. _ 
Fer. The youth, who had 1 and reſolu- 
tion to leave a father and the idol of his heart, 
will not forget at preſent what he owes to 5 and 
honour. 
Wack. What will you ſay to her 2. $4 
_ Fer... That I love her. 3 
Wack. Excellent! 5 
Fg. That I am deſtitute of hope — 
| Wac x. And conſequently deſtitute of reaſon. 
FEI. That (he will never never ſee me more 
Wack. Even if you ſhould ſtay? & 
FEEL. Even if I ſhould ſtay. _ 
Wack. Swear! N e F 
Fer. With a bleedin heart. e vo nd 
Wack. And if ſhe w. imper and * 1 
FE. Oh father! 50 A 
Wack. Oh fon !—if ſhe cry - 
| Far. Then I will tear myſelf from her, and fly. 
„ r 


1 
* 
8 344 . — 


1 
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Wack. Are you able ? TT OS OT 

FEI. I am.' „% T5 08 

Wack. Your hand V 

FkL. WES ives hin bis band. As =? am a a Pompi- 
ies 

Wack. Do not diſgrace thy family. Want and 
miſery thy father could bear ; diſgrace would carry 
him to his grave. 

Fer. I know what I owe both to my family and 
to my own heart. 

Wack. Never yet did a Pompiliani betray. in- 
nocence. + 

Fer. And ſhould your ſon be the firſt | 5 

Wack. Never yet did a Pompiliani E016 boſ⸗ 
pitality with ingratitude. 
Fx. And your ſon. 

Wack. My ſon will never act unworthy of his 
anceſtors. 

FREI. But act as he ought, were he even a 
foundling. 
Wack. I'll leave you alone with her. 
FEET. Your confidence ſtrengthens my reſolution. 
Wack. Put her to the teſt ; examine the bud 
from which thy paſſion ſhot up like a lant foſter- 
ed by ſome kindly hand in a hot-houſe. If it be 
nothing elſe than pity or gratitude, a candid ex- 
planation will ſhake off the ſpurious bloſſom. Bur 
if it be more—ſhould ſhe prove attached to you 
with her whole foul, and if love with his uſual 
caprice has united two hearts which deſtiny 'di- 
vides—well, then you ſhall fly ; I will then conceal 
my ſorrow, forget my helpleſs old age, and drive 
you out myſelf into the wide world, before the 
dawn of next morning appears.—l hall retire to 
reſt, I ſhall wait your return, If you muſt de- 
pat, two diamonds which belonged" your * 


% 
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mall „ you. | Theſe, and my bleſſing, are all 
I am able to beſtow. © 


Fer. Never, father — am young and can la- | 


bou 1 


Wack. Be ſubmiſſive I ſhall ſend you to 
France. If I am not miſtaken, that nation will 
ſoon wage war againſt the foes of our country. 
Your education is finiſhed. Do you enliſt in their 
ſervice. A little money will be neceſſary, that you 
may not have the appearance of a baniſhed vaga- 
bond. Who can tell but fortune may yet ſmile. on 
you, and your mother's bleſſing dwell on theſe dia- 
monds. Conduct yourſelf with bravery get pro- 


moted, and avenge your father, Who, in the mean 


time, will here pour forth his prayers for your pro- 
ſperity. If thy heart and her's ſtand the ordeal of 
E thou wilt ſome day return as Pompi- 
lani. 
Fer. Worthy father! you give me more than 
diamonds—you give me hope to attend me on my 
Journey. 


* 


Wack. 1 ſee a white figure moving along the 


avenue. n thy wad and our honour. 


e (L Vicbaraus. 
SCENE XII. "2 1481 
| . "14 & Ds 
FELIX ee La 54 0 


| She _—_— not on wings of lave;—he 
glides lowly from tree to tree.—Now. ſhe Tops, 
and turns her eyes towards the caſtle. —This way, 
Natalia l this way under the ſhade.— Tbe moon 


and thy ghoſtly garb will betray thee.—No.- the . 
approaches.—Thou, guardian angel of my honour, : 


watch over this fluttering aig 
SCENE 


— 


L 
{ 
| 
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4 


Enter OrrrI iA. 
Cottilia appears at a diftance, and coughs} | 


Bel Here am I, my dear Counteſs !' proud of 
your confidence, warmed by your kindneſs. _ 

Orr. Sir. | 

Fx. The remembrance of. this laſt proof of 
your goodneſs will ſmooth the © rugged path of the 
fugitive----- 

Orr. What voice! | 

Fer. In the hour of ſorrow it will inſpire him 
with a juſt ſenſe of his own POT ANCE: 

Orr. It is not Natalia, Sir! 

FxL. [ fartled.) Not Natalia! 

Orr. My ſiſter in-law was obliged to ſtay with 
her father to bear him company. | 

Fer. What voice! 

Orr. She ſent me before to- 

Fer. Heavens ! Recolleftion ; is rouſed le 
me at each ſound, —May J preſume to aſk the 
name of the unknown fair whom I now addreſs ? 

Orr. [ embarraſſed. | Every one of his words 
Sir—every one of your words. 

Fer. For heaven's 16567 whoe' er thou art—l 
had a ſiſter | | 

Orr. Andla brother — 

FEET. It is her voice! 

Orr. It is his! 

FEL. [Lays ſuddenly bold of ber hand. 4 * 
ber to 4 jpot lighted by the moon. They anxiouſly gaze 
en each other : exclaim at the ſame time | It is you! 
Lad drop into each other's arms.) 
bay Tleabing dream | flee not from me ! A 

EL. 


7 


* 


— 


\4 ; 
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Fl. Sweet apparition ! vaniſh not from: el 


Orr. My brother lives! essen 
Fx. My ſiſter is happy 1 © * 05 14 
Orr. My father lives! c OLE 


' Fer, We have ſuſtained no loſs ! 2 


8 © EN E XIV. Te © bs 


-—_ 
go 


» *y | 


Fotos OrriLIA, Fart. 3 
1 un ncis appears, unperceived by them; in tbe Back- 


\ 
N 


„Nin ground, and ſtill approaches nearer.} BF, ns Y 


Orr. Phe forebodings of my heart have nat 
deceived me! 


Fzr. Genoa ! of this treaſure thou could not 1 | 
rob me. 


Orr. May che; penitent hope | for Gawen „„ 
Fer. She may. 


Orr. O God! then the boldeſt of my wiſhes 
has been heard. 85 

FFT. Enchanting voice, which ſtruck my eat 
for the laſt time on the banks of the Garonne! 


Orr. Am Lin reality ſo near thee? Come to the 
arms of her who, in the intoxication of her 3015 is 
ſtill inclined to doubt — 


Fer. Beloved Orrilia ! (7 enen each * 


in rapture; r TY 


* 


Prav. falls out asd Good heavens! it is my 

wife! { Draws bis ford, and. in mh fury, ruſhes 

men Felix. J. % en u V0 d. AAN 
Orr. [throws herſelf in Seine 9 My buſband! 
Fa AN | puſhes her back. |' Be gone, lerpent! 
Orr. | falls to the ground, alnoſ Jpeechieſs with 


e! Francis !—it 18 Aitb nan 


? er. 


"I Fran. o Tay If thou w bak are. tad 
thyſelf J. 


3 &S- 4 


Fit. 


| 


- 
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Fx. Stranger! forbear—ſhe is my biſter. LEA. 
deavonrs to raiſe ber.] 
Fran. [ petrified. ] His ſiſter ? [The ſword drops 
from his band. 
Fer. My loſt, my beloved fiſter | have I again 
found thee ? 
FAN. Art thou Pompiliani? 
Fei. Oh! ſhe has fainted ! 
FRAN. | beats bis Forebead. ] What have 1 done! 
Fer. Help! help t | 
FRAN. + avian himſelf on his knees by Ottilia's | 
fide, and takes her in bis W Ottilia ! my wife, 
my beloved wife! * 32 curtain W 


334 


T N 2 
The Sith as in the preceding. 45. N 1 


ee e ee, whe 


181 
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ben rancis ſupporting on one arm bis wifes. and on 1 
biber ber brother.] 


„ Now you know the whole. 5 N. 
FRAN. And in your preſence 1 uf bluſh. 
Orr. Promiſe to amend, + tw 
Faan. I promiſe you eternal "oy L nde 
Orr. There is no love without confidence. 
Fran. [to Felix.] After the ſcene which bas 

taken place I can ar venture to ſolivit your 

N Ik \ 

Fx. By my Hiſter's happineſs you will enſure | 
it. | 

n ; Orr. 


4 DRAMA: | 74 


Orr. Strive to deſerve it; make amends for 
your raſhneſs; give me advice; ; and aſſiſt my 
brother. 

FAN. poſſeſſed of Natali” 8 Mi he ſtands 
in no need of my aſſiſtance. : 

Fer. Oh lter! if you are miſtaken-- 

Orr. Am not I her confidant ? 

Fran. Let us haſten to the caſtle ! Why ſhould 
we defer this fortunate Tay till another day? | 

Orr. But=my father © : 

Fer. I think 1 ive his ſhadow yonder on the 
hedge. I dare bis anxiety has driven him 
from his home. is certainly come in queſt of 
me 


Orr. Oh! go then, and leave me e here alone. 
Fran. Alone? 


Orr. While he is looking for his ſon, he mall 
find bis daughter. | 
' Fran, My dear wife | would you venture? 
Orr. Ventute — What has a daughter to ap- 
prehend from a father? I have found him; my 
prayers are heard; and ſhould I hefitate to em- 
brace his knees? | 
- Fran. But if he behave to you with rudeneſs? 
FEL. He will nov 
Orr. And if he did; have we not offended . 
him ?—Go, Francis | ſend me my child. It in- 
deed now ſleeps; but no matter. The aſpect of 
the ſlumbering angel will add ſtrength to my en- 
treaties. Its innocent ſmiles and my tears Go 
go! Methinks I ſee him approaching. 
Fr. Siſter, your plan is good; take courage; 
and if his tongue be boiſterous, cling cloſe to his 
heart. I know him well. 


FRAN. [ apprehenſive. ] Yet it would be better ii 
we Neve near .- 


( 


L : Orr. 
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„Orr. No, Francis A daughter needs no body- 
guards during an interview with her father Go 
FR Ax. May the bleſſing of Heaven ſtill attend 
us for another hour! To F 9 Take courage, 

and follow me. 

Fer. Wherever we apply may we meet with 
oy hearts! 

| Fran, When to- morrow's fan appears, may we 


all with joy exclaim : It was not the dream of a 
fine ſummer” 8 excning f. ul 0:1 heat 


SCENE A 


' OrT1L14 alone. 


A plan wy brother called it No; che heart 
= at ſuch ſtratagems.— He is coming he 

all find me unprepared Away with ſtudied arts 
I poſſeſs the weapons of Nature; ſhe gave tears 10 
the infant to deprecate a, parent's wrath, —What 
anguiſh and love, conſciouſneſs and repentance of 
my offence inſpire — [Wacker makes his appear- 
ance in the back-ground. | There he is--[ She trembles, 
and ſupports herſelf againſt a irte.] Wretched being! 
that I ſhould tremble at the a 9 my father 


tink = Q- 
SCENE 107. | 


- OrvzL14, Wackes. | 


Wack. Are you ſtill here, Camillo What 
do I ſee ?—A lady and quite alone! 
Orr. Mr. Wacker---. 
Wack. Counteſs— what brings you bicher 2 
Orr. Your ſon ·· 


Waex. He * of a meeting · 


— . 


Or. 
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Orr. Which did not take place. 
WaAex. So much the better! 
| Orr. My ſiſter-in-law remained with ber fa- 
cher. | 
Wack. That was proper It is not every fa- 
ther who can boaſt of ſuch a daughter. 8 
Orr. The dangers of a paſſion which militates 
againſt the duties. a 
Wack. Oh! I know them, but I don't like to 
talk on that ſubject. = | | 
Orr. [ade] O God! my tongue falters! 1 
WAck. What is become of my ſon? 
Orr. He is at nd great diſtance. 
Wack. I hope he has not left you here to . 
prize me of his departure ? | 
Orr. By no means; he retired, that I might. - 
ſpeak to you in private. | 
ack. With me?—Ia private! 
Orr. My fiſter's deſtiny bears ſo great a re · 
ſemblance to mine - | 
Wack. To your's ? 
Orr. She loves without her fathet's Ad N 
tion. 
Wack. That ſeems to be the prevailing faſhion 
among daughters. — 
Orr. This event has again tore open my nie 
wounds. - 
Wack. Such wounds ougbt never to peal. 
Orr. I more than ever feel the neceſſity of en- 
joying the confidence of a worthy man. 
Wack. If I am the man on whom you mean 
to beſtow your confidence. EN. 
Orr. It is you? _ : 
Wack. I would have you be ſparing of . am 
Orr. As a philanthropiſt— t 
Waek. I am no philanthropiſt ; but I am- n your 
L 2 friend. 


K 
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friend. The firſt moment I beheld your ** you 
made an impreſſion on me, which for want of a 


beiter name —I ſhall call ſympathy. 


Orr. [in an extaly.| Heaven grant it may be fot 
Wack Your form, the ſound of your voice, 
our nil neſs, your maternal tenderneſs and con- 
nubial affection every thing, in ſhort, prejudices 
me in yo'ir favour, 

Orr. Oh! you give me * pleaſure. 
Wack. To-day—wby ſhould I deny it ? = 
when you addreſſed me in a language with which 

I am not uvnacquainted.... | 
Orr. Then you fled from me. 
Wack. I fled; but the accents with which you 


* conjured me back penetrated to my heart, and 


have never ſince quitted it. 
Orr. Oh! may tney remain there for ever! 
Wack. If you are in earneſt, Counteſs! and 
if you ſet any value on the eſteem of an old man, 


don't acquaint me with your hiſtory. In me you 
would find a ſevere judge. 


Orr. Is it impoſſible to fee n and ſe- 


verity united ? 


Wack. My love is confined to very few indi- 
viduals on earth, and I ſhould be ſorry to ſee the 
number {till diminithed. 

Orr. Errors, that ariſe from raſhnefs and love! ! 

Wack. Thcie are' the very errors to which 1 


ſhew no lenity; for you know, Counteſs, that not 
only the actions of mankind but their opinions are 
all ſelfiſh.—A man will ſooner forgive a crime 


which does him no hurt, than a raſh act by which 
he is injured. 
Or. But, if the beſt ſucceſs, though unmerited, 
is nevertheleſs . 
Wack. No; you do not belong to the claſs o 
ole 


| thoſe who jodge of is merit 17 an action br. its 
ſucceſs. 
Orr. If a wife, even in the embrace of a 5 
loved huſband, and amidſt the careſſes of the in- 
fant at her breaſt, finds no peace, becauſe the heart 
of a daughter bleeds. ' 

Wack. It is virtue's revenge. 

Crr. If, bleſt with affluence, I want nothin 
but the bleſſing of my father, and if this want 
alone depreſſes me below the moſt abject creature 

Wack. * * ne is entitled to 
p 3 If 8 moſt excruciating anguith during 
the lonely night ſucceeds that pre ended cheer- 
fulneſs under which it is forced to hide itſelf 
during the day—If I bathe my infant in tears, 
while I admit him to my breaſt, deſtitute of nou- 


riſhment, and dried up with' neee, I tremble 


at the leaſt appearance of danger, becauſe truſt in 
God has fled from my troubled conſcience. 

| [She ſobs. 

Wack. [afedted, ] Then I pity you. 

Orr. And forgive me? | 

Wack. No. 

Orr. Oh ! if you were my father. 

Wack. Then I would not curſe a wretch - 
Orr. And forgive me? 

Wack. No. 


Orr. Not even—if, 1 my es, you had 
kept your child at a diſtance from you ever ſince 


its infancy ?—lIf you had never beheld it ſince it 
was four years of age? 


Wack. [ fartled.] Since it was fon years of 
age 


| Orr. If you had 8 3 affection or | 
your child Ly nature alone, inſtead of obtain vg 


5 "on 
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it by that ſweet violence, paternal care and tender · 
neſs ? 5 3 5 
11 Wack. [anegſy.] Since it was four years of, 
| age | | | Mn, | 
FO: I ſhould deteſt myſelf if J attempted to 
palliate my error. But this much I make bold to 
atteſt by the remains of my mother, in this awful 
hour, that I would not have forſaken my father, 
had he not forſaken me ! a = 
Wack. [with increaſed uneafineſs.| You arg a 
native of Corſica? FOTO 
Orr. [with heſitation.) My mother. 
Wack. Your mother? 
Orr. My mother was à Corſican. 
Wack. Then your father was no Corſican? not 
are you one yourſelf? | 
Orr. My mother was—a relation of your's..., 
Wack. Of mine ?—Do you know me? 
Orr. Your ton... Pl 
Wack. Thoughtleſs youth! 
Orr. You once loved my mother. 
Wack. What was her name ? | 
Orr. [trembling.] Her maiden-name was Mo- 
roſini. . 3 
W ack. That was the name of my wife. 
Orr. She beſtowed her hand—upon noble 
Pompiliani. © [She drops on ber Rntes. 
Wack. What is that? _ | 
Orr. [quite exhauſted, draws a miniature picture 
from her beſem.] Mother! mother! intercede for 
thy unfortunate daughter! | Preſents the portrait 10 
bim in a whining tone. | | 


[Wacker ſnatches it violently out of ber hand, and 
baſtens 'to a ſpot lighted by the moon, where, trembling, 
be gazes at the picture. Tears ſtart into bis eyes — 
He attempts ſeveral times to caſt a ſevere lcok mY 

| | tiha 
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tilia pb extends her arms, trembling —he: wipes: bis 
es, and, overcome with grief, leans againſt'a iree:] 
Orr. [ riſes, ſtruggling, from the ground, and ap- 
proaches bim-with fear.) My father 
Wack. [with averted eyes.] Don't call me ſo. 
Orr. My penance is ſever G... 
WAR. ¶Hacaſically.] In the lap of joy. 
Orr. God has numbered my tears. 
Wack. And weighed thy actions. 
Orr. Forgiveneſs to the peni tent: 
Wack. Reſtore to me thoſe hours which for- 
row lengthened. out into years. ee e 
Orr. Forgiveneſs, father! ble 
Wack. Reſtore to me my impaired health! 
Orr. [Kneels down, and wrings: ber Ne 1 5d 
Wäack. The Counteſs forgets that her ſteward 
is ſtanding before her. i Bok 6 
Orr. You puniſh me with ſeveriex. 
Wack. An exile, on whoſe head a reward wat 
ſet.— Go; betray me to thy ſeducer! The man 
vho ſtole the daughter may, for the ſake of gold, 
aſſaſſinate the father. f 215 1 oo 2 420 cet 
Orr. Oh! this is too cru! 417 
Wack. [caſting his eyes on the: pifture.} Worthy 
ſpouſe! her firſt cry was the echo to thy laſt-groan f 
That ſhe might prove the comfort-of my old ape, 


* 
* 


San 


was thy parting wiſh! 1, Faignsd, af) 
Orr. Oh; be it accompliſhed }. Departed. ſpirit 
of my mother! give life once more to her lovely. 
features! Reanimate her ſoft ches, that ſhe may 
eaſt a deep look into my, father's heart! 
Wack. And there behold how it ble. 
Orr. Can nothing move that boſom? melt chat Bs 
heart? not the mother's ſmile? not the daughter's 
repentance ?—{ Qb/erving the nurſe with the-child in 
tbe back ground.] Oh! come, my ſon! page 
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ſhall move him Algen, up, gib the Warr * 
turis and kneels doun.! 

WAck. ſeftened.] What is this ? a 

Orr. Thou ſlumber'ſt ?—Oh — not 1 Send 
forth thy infant cries !—the cries of anguiſh | chat 
they may penetrate. thy grandfather' s heart ! 

Wack. |lo:king down, to hettf'@s i wow alu 
rarily.] Ottilia —is this thy child? 8 

Orr. It is my child ] your blood 8 

Wack. [more ſoftened.) Take it away. | 

Orr. Wihout your bleſſing? 

Wack. | careful. ' Tue damp air=the cold 
poor child 

Orr. It is not poor, if you love it wit will not 
be hurt, if you bleſs it! | 
 Wack. [after @ pauſe, during which be Areggle 

with himſelf.) Is it a boy! 
Orr. A boy, that cannot yet fold his little 
hands, but whom deſtiny has perhaps choſen to be 
the avenger of his family. 

Wack. [rouſed by theſe WY Perhaps—[with | 
emotion. Perhaps—Riſe ly a 1 Lay 
the child on my arms. 

[Ortilia obeys, trembling with by 
Wacker caſts a ſorr owful wa, at FY bild 1 
Orr. My child in my father's arms — This i is 
th: happieſt moment of my life! 
7 Wack. Wipe off that tear, which fell © on his 
ce! 

Orr. Oh no ho with this tear on che in- 
fant's cheek my father has ne its mother's 
debt. 

Wack. Yes Lahdu haſt eren . 
ture ſtood leagued with thee, May God bleſs the 
child !—| Returns the child to the nurſe, who Fatires 
without being taken notice of. 1 


« 


Orr, | 
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Orr. {throwing berjelf into bit — And my 
huſband | 4 

Wack. He has ene both wy heart and 
my honour. - / at q 

Orr. He is the Alber of Oe PIT 

Wack. Give me dime o arme myſelf for 
his arrival. 2 | 
er. He a ed and anxiouſly waits 
for his father's commande. 
Wiek. . * pauſe] Well! 1 will fee 

him. 

Orr. [in an extaſy of joy] By my father's loves 
the load which opprefled my heart is now remov- 
ed; I again breathe with freedom. I weep in- 
deed, but my tears are ſweet. - Woe to the child, 
who, loaded with a father's curſe, can think of any 
happineſs on earth! _ 

Wack. I will ſee him and pur him to the eſt. 
I will try whether he be worthy to call a Pompi- 
liani, father. "OE ber his land. ] Come, con- 
duct me — 

Orr: | preſſes his kak N to ber Tips.) Oh 
God ! oh God 4 mi an a leading my father! 


{mag exeant. 

SCENE IV. 3 

The C ount's apariment. Sundry books ſcattered 1 
on the table. 


 Covyr, Natalia. | 


Coun. Read, child ! 
Nar. [ yawns.] I am ſo drowſy. - 2 
Covxx. I am not drowly at all. Read; chooſe. 
your Own book. 
M - ; Nar. 


2 
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Nat. Dear father, theſe books are al hls inſi- 
wha nt | ONE 

CounT. Can you write better? 

Nr. I almoſt think I could. 10 % Wits 

CounT. You talk like a reviewer ; for- your 
puniſhment you ſhall read one hour more. 

Nar. [is uneaſy, takes up ſeveral books, and reads 
the titles.] Reflections on Death.” 

Count. No, let that alone ; death comes ſoon 
enough at any time. 

Naw. [takes up another.] * The Complete Aca- 
__ of Compliments.” 


Count. We have no uſe for theſe i in the coun- _ 


try. g's; 
Nr. [turning over the leaves of another.) = Sto- 
ries of Ghoſts.” | 
CounT. The Turks are our ghoſts. | 
Narr. You ſee, father, that your bookſeller has 
ſent you works not even of ſo much uſe as to ſet 
one aſleep. 

CovunT. They are 88 the lateſt publica- 
tions. | 
' Nar. I'll turn them over to-morrow, and if I 
hit upon any thing intereſting .. 

Couxr. [opens a book bimſelf.] Here is an 
opiate. ** Choice Curioſities ſelected from the 
moſt celebrated - Authors on Dreams.” There, 
read a couple of dreams. 

NAr. Good God! I am almoſt dreaming my- 
ſelf. 

CounT. Never mind. 

Naar. [rating up the book with reluBtance.] 

«© Johannes Oporinus, the celebrated printer ar 
Baſle, dreamt, that a clock, which ſtruck the 
hours, drept from his head upon _ breaſt, and 
3 emitted 
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emitted an agreeable ſound. Soon after, ke » was 
ſeized with a fit of the apoplexy! “!“ 
„ [ yawning.] Ay! ay! 
 Nar. Will theſe ſpecimens do? 
1 { half albud.] Go on. © 
r. | reads,” vered.] A man of rank dreamt 
a bis ſon had returned from a battle.” —I hear 
ſomebody i in the anti chamber. 
Covwr. 6 Harting up.] Natalia, I am that man 
of rank! My n is Soing to be acm 
7 eo | 


Nat. What! It is perkiaps brother Francis.” 
CounT. There he 1 is. . 


80 E N b V. 
Enter 5 RANCIS. 


Fran ; Canter; precipitately, and throws bij 


in his fathers arms. 
_ CouxT. Welcome, my bes fol 7 
NarT. Welcome, brother! x 


* Fran. God bleſs you, my dear finder \—God 
bleſs you, ſiſtern! 


Cour. What are the Turks about ? 


Fran. Exclaiming Allah! and getting From 
wounds cured. - 


Nr. I never heard the found of the horſe” - By 
fore. in the court. 


FRAN. I ſtole N the apa that 1 might 
ſurpriſe you. 


NarT. I now know, dear father, thy your didn't 
chooſe to go to bed. 
_ _ Covunrt, I was waa tired too. BIR? 
FRAN, It is my ſiſter's — that I didn' t come 
fooner. 


M 2 ; NAT, 
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Nr. My fault? n 
Fran. Yes, yours: [ have. picked vp a lavey 
for you on the road. A 


Nar. Very likely—loſt by ſomebody. . Well, 
we ſhall advertiſe him in the papers. Er 

- FRAN, He has loſt; bis heart, and barer to find 
it with you, - | F 

Cour. Is your aller then 0 old 40 0 vgly As 
to be obliged to go a· begging for a fwain ?, 

Fran. I'll ſhew him up to your room, iter, 
Dear father, participate in my joy! By the moſt 
extraordinaty chance in the ele Adee e 
brother-in-law, - 1 

CounT. Young Pompiliani "a 

Fran. Yes; he has given' me a fraternal em- 
brace. 

COUNT. And his father d for your N Hoo rold 
me all. A El Gn 7 | 

Fran. Will not be en ET 

Count, If he be as much ſoftened as J. 

Fran. And if he has a heart like your's. 
| Nar. My congratulations, dear — . you 
ſhall have to-morrow: at preſent you muſt excuſe 
me, for I can ſcarcely keep my eyes apen. 

Fz an. Stay; my relation concerns you alſo. 

Count. Then ſtay, and liſten. | : + 

Nar. [ very unecaſy.] Permit me at leaſt to 80 

and call your wife. ) | | 

Fran; Time enough. 6 

Nar. Excellent | There is a cool bead 
for you. 

Count. Ay, ay, Pravels I don't like that. 

Fran. Ottilia will forgive me on * brother” 8 
account. 


NarT. ] douht 1 it. | 4 REA 
Fran, 


. * 
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Fa au. My brother · in. law has ſet a Tric vd his 
friendſhip. T 


Nart. How ſelfiſh |! 9 1188 yrs ; » Hh 
Fran, + price which you a are to Pay. 


5 „ 
„ TY 


Fax. He wiſhes to have you FR bis wiſe, . 
Ne. [with a ſneer.] A mighty honour! 
5 Couxr. [vexed.] Why all this farce ? 


42S 


Fran. Can my father ſuppoſe me capable of 
profaning by a farce the age happy hour of re- 


union? 
. Count, What! are you in earneſt? . 
| Fran. In full earneſt. oY 


Nar. So much the worſme. 


Fran. Pompiliani is a noble youth, | whoſe 
heart pants for honour and virtue. 


3 


for me. 
Fran. He loves you. 
Nar. He ſaw me very likely in a dream. 
FRAN. He is poor, I muſt confeſs, 


Cour. An honeſt heart never wants. You 


know me: but your ſiſter . 
Near. Iam not fond of inviſible ſylpds. 


CounT. But they muſt firſt be acquainted wath | 


each other. | | 
- Fray. Will you permit him to ſtep in? 
Couxr. What ! is be here? 


Nar. Here I am apt to think, brother, you 


have loſt your ſenſes. 


Fran. I e re you wiſh to dreſs 5 


firſt. 


N at. 8 1 will undreſs and 8⁰ to 
bed. 


Han Never feat; you are charming enongh 
even 


Nar. Let him pant, provide he do not pant 


1 


8 
Er . —  ———— © 
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even in diſhabille. What will you lay that you 
don't make a conqueſt. of him? 
Nar. But I have no wiſh to make a conqueſt 


of him. I beg, brother, that you will let me 


alone. 

FR Ax. Siſter, be prudent.” 1 aſk no more than 
that you will marry him. 

Nart. A mere trifle ! But I won't marey him, 

"Fran. You muſt. 

„Nr. My father will never compel me. 

Court. God forbid ! 

Nar. Well then, I wont! were he even an 
Adonis. 

_ Fran. Never 883 any thing. 

Nar. But I do forſwear . 

Fran. Hold ! hold !—[Goes 10 the door, and 
opens it.] Step in. Poor Pompiliani! ! my ſiſter 1 18 
an obſtinate creature; ſhe won't hear of you. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter FEL1X. 


Nar. [Shrieks when ſpe diſcovers him.] 
Count. What! our young horſe-tamer ? _ 
Fer. Count, the goodneſs with which you treat 


a fiſter, encourages the brother to appear before 


you under his true name. 
.CounT. So brave a youth is welcome naler 


any name. a 


Fran. [ archiy.] Is, it ſo, Natalia? 
FEL. Do not ſuffer my diſcretion, Madam, to 


make amends for your brother's im prudence. 
Nr. Sir. 


Cour. But, children, how is all this? put n me 
a little 


' 1: 4D WE ee 


a little in the ſecret. You are Pompiliani ? Con- 


tequently your father is my ſteward ? 


Fer. We had the good fortune to meet with an 


aſylum under your roof. 


Couxr. Pompiliani the hero, ſteward of my 


eſtates !—Confound- it ! this is too bad! 


Fer. Pompiliani the exile, the outlaw ; be who 
by his eſcape ſaved the Genoeſe an additional 


crime. 

CounT. But he ought alſo to have ſaved me a 
bluſh, : 

Fer, Pompiliani the begear, . of all bis 
poſſeſſions ſaved nothing but the knowledge of 


rural economy, which he acquired. on his own 
eltates. 


Count. Why, if he has loſt his eſtates, he has 
found mine. If friends have betrayed him, a 


ſtranger ſhall reconcile him with mankind. * 


future we muſt form only one family. 

FRAN. Do you hear, Natalia? only one fa- 
mily! 

Nar. LAill in a confuſed 4 u/pence.] Hold your 
tongue! 

Count. How is this, Natalia ? Your gratitude 


to the man who ſaved your life has all of a ſudden | 


become mute. 
 Nar. Gratitude has no NG REI 
CounT. But actions Well then, act 1 


Nar. [caſts 4 timid and * look at ber 


father. | 


CounT. (nodding to ber.] Yes, yes and may 
Heaven bleſs you! 


Fx Ax. ¶ ſeeing that Natalia fill hefirates.] Shall 


I lend you my aſſiſtance ? 


Narr. It is not required. ¶ To Felix.] Sy 


Fran. The introduction promiſes but little. 
. Fer. 


1 
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Fr. Counteſs ' > 
Fax. In this manner you'll never come to the 
point. | 
Near. Are you ſtill bent on 1 ? 

Fran. Your queſtion is very obliging. 

FEI. The motives of my reſolution are not yet 
removed. 

FRAx. It appears as 7: you were acquainted al- 
ready. | 
Nat. I never was offended at the motives · 
e So you were offended? I knew nothing 

OT It. 

Fer. My ſiſter's good fortune does not entitle 
me.. £0005 

FRAN, The 8 here is reſpecting the bro- 
ther's merit. 

Nar. That now was ſenſible. 

Fran. We have no time to loſe with nonſenſe. 
It is near midnight. 

Count. Your ſleep is gone, Natalia, it ſeems. 

Fx AN. To be ſhort; what kind of recompence 
has the ſaviour of your life deſerved ? 

Nar. Any—he needs only aſk. 
F908 Well then, my dear brother-in-law, do 
6 | 

FEL. Nothing, or all. 

Fran. A curtſey, ſiſter. By all, he means poſ- 
ſeſſion of you + 

' Nat. May he ever be of that opinion ! 

Fer. Were my heart laid open before you | -- 

Fran. Thanks to Heaven! the poo is going 
to be unravelled at laſt. 

- Nat. If Mr. Wacker—if Pompiliani will pro- 
iſh me not to travel 
FEL, Dawg” ber hand with rapture. I pro- 


mule. 
; Narr. 
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Nar. [with graceful enbarraſſment. | Th 

Fran. Well? then ? 

Nar. | gently diſengaging — F.] Then I can, * 
with peace, retire to reſt. Good night, dear fa- 
ther !—[ Endeavour ing to depart.) © 
__ CovunT: Aye} 'Namhai}-- 7 -: 

Nar. [who bas already reached the door. ] be 
mit me. 

Cour. Won“ t you take the dream-book. with 
you ? - | 
Narr. For what purpoſe ? 

Cour. If you ſhould happen to have a fleep- 
leſs night, and grow tired · 

Fran. [who has juſt opened another. book.] You 
had better give her © The Stories of Ghoſts.” 

Nar. I wiſh, brother, you would ſtudy the . 
«© Complete Academy of Compliments ; ” you | 
would then uſe your poor ſiſter with à little more 
tenderneſs, * offe 

Count. Embrace me, my deat ſon! 

Fer. Generous man! 

CounT. Where is your ſiſter? | 

FEL, I hope, in the arms of my father. 

Count. [To Francis.] Have you alſo obtained 
his forgiveneſs ? | 

Fr. I truſt to the voice of nature. "18 

CounT. Have you not ſeen him? bs 

Fran, My wife and my child were to open the 
way for me to his heart. a” 
CounT. Go then, and do your duty. 4 
FRAN. [ going.] Trans here he comes. 


. 
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N © SCENE 


SCENE VII. 


Enter WACKER aud OTTILIA, 


Orr. Francis! Francis! he has forgiven us. 

Fran. [ reſpeifuily taking bim by the * Am 
1 permitted with filial reverence 

WAck. Hold, young man Pardon me, Count, 
for being ſo late · 

CounrT. [ preſſing his band.] A . of years 
ſooner it would indeed have been more welcome. 
Wack. Events have taken place here. 
Cour. I entreat your forgiveneſs for my ſon. 

Wack. Since | became a beggar, my honour has 


become more irritable. 


Count. Our * do not addreſs themſelves 
to our honour, but to our hearts. When we have 


% 


caſt anchor in a ſecure harbour, let us forget paſt 


ſtorms. My ſon is your ſon-in-law, and your's 
ſhall be mine. 

Wack. I have not been told too much of Hun- 
garian generoſity. 

Counr. I am a man of wealth; ; my fortune is 
ſufficient for us all. 

Wack. As long as I ſtand in no need of bounty, 
Jam determined to accept none. 

CounT. You will ſome time repay me, 

Wack. With what? | 

CouxT, Your country will not always groan 
uader the yoke of tyranny : a time will came 
when your claims ſhall be Ade good. 

Wack. Who is to do that? 

Frax. I! I, my father! I'll ſacrifice my blood 
and my life to avenge you. 

Wack. Very well but in vain! 


9 FRAN, 


2% 
—_ 
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Fa An. We are going to have Peacg 
then fly to Corſica. . 

Wack. To die on the ſcaffold. 

FRAN. You don't know. 

5 Wack. [with emotion,) What don't I know ? 
Fg Ax. That the brave Corſicans are making 2 | He 
new attempt to ſhake off the yoke. _— 

Wack. [with ſtill greater emotion.) To ſhake off | 


5 5 
the yoke! . 
| 44 That Lodovico Giaffari.,,,, WM 
Wack. My friend! : Þ 
Fran. That Count Andrea Ercaldi.... id 


Wack. My brother in arms! 
Fran, Have collected a ang army. 
Wack. An army! ' 

Fran. Beaten as Genoeſe.... 
Wack. Without Pompiliani! = 
Fran. We will go to join them.. 

Wack. [in rapture.) Well Emy ſon} 

Fran. Your ſons, "Pp 

Wack. You will? 

Fran. Here is my hand! 

Wack, Thou wouldft..., 

Fx Ax. Merit your forgiveneſs,, 

WAck. Be it ſo! Waſh away the ſtain of thy 
baſe action in the blood of the Genoeſe, On the 
coaſt of Corſica, if thou ſurviv'ſt the firſt bloody 
battle, P11 preſs thee to my heart as my ſon, 

CounT. And when your vengeance is —— 

Wack. I'll ſend yu back our brave ſans, | 4 

Counr. And you ?.... * 

Wack. I will die in my native land. 4 

Orr. At a diſtance from your children? 

Wack. I aq a Corſican }—I will die in my na- 
tive lapgt ! [ The curtain drops. 
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